THE CASE OF 

THE NERVOUS ACCOMPLICE 

It started with a body. The)body wasjalive, 
female, seductive, and Mrs i$ybil Harlan was 
convinced that it was taking her husband 
right from under her eyes. That’s why 
hired Ferry Mason, hoping he'could wreck a* 
deal involving her husband and the lady. 
But another body, male and dead, chang^ 
Sybil Harlan’s plans. 
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FOREWORD 


Dr. Joseph W. Spelman, the. state pathologist of 
Vermont and an associate professor in patholdgy at the 
University of Vermont, is a shrewd, cautious, level* 
headed investigator. He is a member of a group which, 
unfoTtun^ely, is all too small, a group made up of men 
who by training, aptitude and temperament are qualified 
to investigate homicides in a scientific manner, determin- 
ing the cause and the time of death. What these men can 
discover by examining a dead, body is starting to those 
who haven’t realized the strides made by science in the 
field of forensic medicine. 

Dr. Spelman, like Dr. Richard Ford, head of the Har- 
vard School of Legal Medicine and medical examiner in 
Boston, has spent^a great deal of time preparing a collec- 
tion of colored slides showing various aspects of deaths 
due to violence. 

These men have amassed thousands of such slides, cover- 
ing unusual gunshot wounds, the typical pattern of pow- 
der tattooing, wounds of exit and wounds of entrance» 
cases where murder was perpetrated under such circum- 
stances that it appeared to be suicide, cases where suicides 
would almost certainly have been branded the victims of 
murder by less well-trained investigators. 

These colored slides form a constantly incre^ing refer- 
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ence file which is o£ inestimable value in the detection 
of crime, although it may take years before prosecutors 
generally realize the extent to which tlfeir work can be 
aided by reference to such photographs. 

J^ot only is Dr. Spelm^ interested in forensic pathol- 
ogy ai)d in the detection of crime, but he has gone further 
and has devoted a lot of thought to the problem of penol- 
ogy, of pimishment, of rehabilitation, of probation and« 
parole. 

Those who know Dr. 'Spelman best have high re- 
gard for his unusual abilities in correlating thQse legisla- 
tive conflicts which inevitably arise when the modem 
medical-examiner system supplants the older coroner 
system. , 

The thing that particularly impresses me about Dr. 
Spelman, however, is his objective, intellectual perspec- 
tive. It is hard to tell just what makes for a well-balanced 
mind. Some men who are experts in one line, whose judg- 
ment is perfectly sound in dealing with the highly techni- 
cal problems with which they are familiar, are likely to 
liave a warped perspective when dealing with problems 
arising in fields which are strange to them. 

This is not the case with Dr.* Spelman. He has an alert 
mind which is Kmarkably well balanced and he has, what 
{ can only define for want of a better term, intellectual 
perspective. 

A shorb time ago, a rather remarkable group of men 
gathered at my ranch in Southern California. These men 
collectively “j^new more about murder than all of the fic- 
tional detectives in history put together. They were Dr. 
Richard Ford of Harvard, Dr. Russell Fisher of Balti- 
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more. Dr. Samuel Gerber of Cleveland, Dr. LeMoyne 
Snyder of Lansii^ Michigan, and Dr. Joseph Spelman of 
Vermont. 

We sat up until the small hours of the morning discuss- 
ing some of the off-the-record facts and the behind-the- 
scenes backgrounds of some of the famous cases in jwhich 
tl},ese men had participated. (Each one of them had, at 
“Cne time or Another, been connected with cases which 
made newspaper headlines from coast to coast.) 

For some years now, I haveljcen trying, through these 
forewords^ and dedications, to make the reading public 
aware of the importance of forensic medicine and the 
necessity tor greater public appreciation of this branch of 
niedicine. The public should have a better understanding 
of what can be done by these expert forensic patholo- 
gists, who approaih the detection of crime armed with 
well-developed powers of observation and a background 
of technical knowledge. Some of these men have even 
gone so far as to become attorneys at law after having se- 
cured their degroes as doctors of medicine. All of them 
have encyclopedic knowledge of the technique of crime 
detection. 

As it happened, four out'of the five men who were gath- 
ered at my ranch that night had been the*subject of foi;e- 
words and dedications. 

I had from time to time heard a great deal about Dr. 
Spelman and had followed his career with interest. What 
I saw of him that evening interested me even more. I was 
particularly impressed with his astute appraisals, his 
sound, sane judgment. He is a quiet man, shy t« the point 
of diffidence, and jt is nccossary^o look beneath the sur- 
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fact in order to recognize his true character. He is com- 
petent, forceful, and his thinking is alwa^ logical. 

So it gives me great pleasure to dedicate this book to 
my friend: 

JOSEPH WORCESTER SPELMAN, M.D. 

Erie Stanley Gardner 



CHAPTER NUMBER 


1 

•^ELLA Street, Perry Mason’s confidential secretary, 
said, “We have a Mrs, Enright A. Harlan in the office who 
seems to be having domestic tA)ubles.” 

Mason*jokingly jerked his thumb toward the corridor. 
“I know,” Della Street said. “I told her that you didn’t 
handle Jivuice cases and she said this wasn’t a divorce, 
case. It was simply a case of domestic difficulties.” 

“Not a divorce?” Mason asked. 

“That’s what she says.” 

“And not an action for separate maintenance?” 

“She says not.” 

“Tlren why does she want a lawyer?” 

“She said she’d have to explain that in detail. She says 
she has a scheme she wants to talk to you about.” 

“And it’s about a domestic difficulty?” 

“That’s right.” 

“Did she tell you what kind of domestic difficulty?” 

“It seems her husband is cheating.” 

“I take it there’s something unusual about this woman, 
Della, or you wouldn’t have adopted this attitade.” 
“What attitude?” 

“Wanting me to see her.” 

Della Street nodded. 

“Why?” 
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“Perhaps I’d like to know what scheme she has in mind. 
It might come in handy some day. 1 can tell you one thing 
— she’s niost unusual.” 

“In what way?” 

c“It’s hard to ‘describe— ^the way she dresses, the way she 
Carrie^ herself, the swing of her shoulders, the tilt of her 
chin.” 

“How old?” 

“Twenty-six or -seven.” 

“Good-looking?” 

“Not what you’d call beautiful, but she has, character, 
individuality, Are, fight, quickness of perception, and per- 
sonality plus. And if that doesn’t aroygo. your curi- 
osity, Mr. Perry Mason, you’re nof^uman.” 

“That does it. Send her in,” Mason said. “Let’s see how 
to handle a cheating husband without divorce, without 
separate maintenance and by using a scheme which re- 
quires the advice of a lawyer to keep it within the limits 
of law.” 

Della Street nodded approvingly. ‘T,m glad you’ll see 
her. As 1 mentioned before I might learn something that 
would stand me in good stead in the future.” 

She went to the outer office ‘and returned in a few mo- 
ments with tht prospective client, who glanced swiftly 
ground the office, in a quick appraisal. 

She didn’t wait for introductions but came forward, her 
hand extended. “Good morning, Mr. Mason. It’s nice of 
you to see me. Where do I sit?” 

^ason indicated the big, overstuffed chair reserved for 
clients. 

“I told your secretary py troubles. I ^presume you know 
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all the preliminaries. I’m Sybil Harlan — Mrs. Enright 
A. Harlan.” 

Mason nodded. 

She seated herself, put her ^urse on the floor, crossed 
her legs. “My husband’s steppihg out on* me and 1 want 
to do something about it.” 

, “How long have you been married?” Mason usked. 

“Five years. Today is my fifth wedding anniversary, if 
that helps.” 

“Is this the first time he has%trayed from the fold?” 

"I doBit think so.” 

“What did you do the other times?” 

“Not tinieSm|t was one time. 1 simply waited for him. 
tff come back home, gave him something interesting tb 
think about, and beat tlie other girl’s ^ime.” 

“This is different?” Mason asked. 

“This time it’s different.” 

Mason said tentatively, “I don’t know what you have in 
mind, but I don’t handle divorce cases. I don't care for 
them.” 

“Neither do I.” 

“I believe you told my secretary you didn’t want sepa- 
rate maintenance?” 

“That’s right.” 

“Is there any community property?” 

“Lots of it. There’s also quite a bit of my own separate 
property.” 

“So you don’t want alimony?” 

“All 1 want is Enny.” 

Mason raised his eyebrows. 

“Enright,” she explained. “Everybody calls him Enny.” 
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“You think his infidelity may lead to a permanent at- 
tachment?^ 

“Don’t make any mistake, Mr. Mason*. The little minx 
who has her claws in him this time has them way in, and 
stv; doesn’t intdhd to let go.” 

“A^d how does he feel?” 

“Completely infatuated, gone, in a swoon. Within the 
next two or three days he’s going to come to me and mak^ 
a clean breast of the whole thing, tie’s going to tell me 
that he’s fallen in love, passionately, violently, wildly, 
that he knows I’m too good a scout to stand in his way. 
He’ll tell me he’s willing to do the square thing on a prop- 
erty settlement, that he’s perfectly willing to let me save 
face by going to Reno and getting a Nevada decree. He’ll 
tell me that if I’ll get my lawyer to meet with his lawyer, 
they can iron out the property settlement.” 

“Then you want me to represent you in that property 
settlement?” Mason asked. 

“Don’t be silly! I want my husband. The minute he 
comes to me •and starts talking about property settlement, 
I get cast in the role of giving him financial headaches 
while she gets cast in the role of glamor girl. Then I’m fin- 
ished. I want to head off that situation.” 

"Nip it in the bud?” 

“Not the bud. Jt’s blossomed.” 

"Then what do you want me to do?’’ 

"Cut the stem.” 

"1 take it you have some plan?” Mason said. 

'*1 have a'plan.” 

“What,?s it?” 
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“My husband is in the real estate business.” 

“How old is he?” 

“About five years older than I am.” 

“You say he’s amassed a lot o| property?” 

“He’s a gambler, a smart operator, a quick thinker, aAd 
ingenious as the devil. You’re going to have to match your 
wijs with him, Mr. Mason, and that’s going tef keep even 
you hustling. I£ you aren’t very, very careful, he’ll outwit 
you and leave us holding an empty bag.” 

“Assuming,” Mason said, “ttiat I am willing to accept 
your casak’ 

“I think you will. I think it will appeal to you.” 

“Just what did you have in mind?” Mason asked. 

,She said, “I want you to buy some stock as an invest- 
ment.” 

“What kind of stock?” 

“A real estate development company.” 

“And then what?” 

“Then,” she said, “I want you to attend the directors’ 
meeting this afternoon and fail to co-operate.” 

“Co-operate with whom?” 

“With anybody, with everybody. I want you to be a 
tliorn in the flesh, a raonlcey wrench in the machinery. 
I want you to be the nastiest, most techflical, most co^;^- 
servative old fuddyduddy in the world.” 

“That part hardly fits my character,” Mason said, smil- 
ing. “At least I hope it doesn’t.” 

“I know,” she said, “but you can start the ball rolling 
and later on you can get some lawyer, to wo|^ with you. 
You know the type I want. One of these felloivs who is 
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afraid to make a move in any direction for fear that it may 
be the wrong direction. He won’t movf himself and he 
gets in a panic if anyone else tries to move.” 

‘‘■And what do we, do qfter you have achieved that ob- 
jective?” Mason asked. 

‘‘Then we let go.” 

‘‘And just how is this going to help you?” 

‘‘Right at the moment,” she said, ‘‘my husband, Enny,* 
is completely infatuated with this little Roxy girl. When- 
ever he’s with her he lookf into her eyes and talks about 
sweet nothings. He’s entranced by the color ob-lier hair, , 
the smooth contour of her skin, and he simply loves those 
.great big soulful brown eyes. Fortunately he met Roxy 
through a business deal. I want that business deal to go 
sour. Then Roxy’s Aelhsh character will come to the fore. 
Shf’ll be the one who is talking about money. She’ll be 
the one who is talking about business. Every time my hus- 
band gets with her she’ll hurry through the affectionate 
embrace in order to ask him embarrassing questions about 
business matters.” 

‘‘How do you know the questions will be embarrass- 
ing?” Mason asked. 

"That’s what I’m paying you for.” 

,‘‘And where ^ill all that leave you?” Mason asked. 

“Then,” she said, “I will become the body beautiful 
while Roxy will be the woman who is giving him finan- 
cial headaches. I’ll reverse the field on her. Whenever a 
man starts ^straying from his home and fireside, there 
comes a tinje whqn he’s more or less equally balanced. 
He has a sense of obligation to his marriage, the memory 
of years of companionship onu the one^ hand, and he has 
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the thrill of infatuation and a new conquest on the other. 
Then the wife throws a tearful scene. She talks about hav- 
ing given him the best years of her life. He sees her tear- 
ful, swollen-eyed and wronged, ^he (ries to enmesh him 
in legal ties. His sense of guilt puts him on the defensive. 
This is, of course, tlie very worst thing a wife could pos- 
sibly do. Instead of emphasizing her feminine dh|irms, she 
emphasizes his wrongdoing and his legal obligations.” 
“Go on,” Mason said, regarding her thoughtfully. 

“Then she goes to a lawye/. The lawyer talks about 
property itettlements, about alimony. That completes the 
alienation. Every time the husband hears his wife’s name, 
he associates It v;ith financial worries, injunctions, court 
hirings, alimony pendente lite, and all of that, The* 
other girl furnishes the fun. By that time the man wants 
his freedom badly enough to pay through the nose. His 
wife has come to signify a legal headache, impeding his 
true love for the ‘most wonderful girl in the world’ who 
is filled with ‘sympathy and understanding.’ ” 

“I see,” Mason said. 

“So,” she told him, “as I said before, I want to reverse 
the field on this woman. Whenever he comes home to me, 
I’m going to furnish the loving attention, the companion- 
ship, the laughter and the play. Whenever liie turns to the 
other girl, he’s going to find himself talking about finan-' 
cial and legal complications. Whenever he thinks of me, 
the thought will be associated with soft lights aftd seduc- 
tion. Whenever he thinks of her, the thought will be 
associated with liabilities and litigation.’,’ 

Mason smiled. “Now that should prove an interesting 
experiment.” 
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“Then you’ll help me?” 

“Yes.” 

“We’ll have to work fast.” 

“How fast?" 

‘“Terribly fast, even for yon. You see, he’s getting ready 
to come to me and face the situation, and today is our fifth 
wedding, anniversary, although the thought hasn’t as yet 
occurred to him.” 

“And you don’t want him to confess his infidelities?” 
Mason asked. 

“Of course not. A woman should never forgi/e a man 
for infidelities. She should remain in complete ignor- 
ance.” 

'* “Exactly what am 1 supposed to do?” Mason asked. « 
She said, “Just pick up that phone. Call Mr. George C. 
Lutts at the office of the Sylvan Glade Development Com- 
pany. Give Mr. Lutts your name. Ask him what he will 
take for the two thousand shares of stock he has in the 
Sylvan Glade Development Company.” 

. “And then?” Mason asked. 

“Then,” she said, “you accept his offer, whatever it is. 
Tell him that you will come oyer immediately, give him a 
certified check, and pick up the stock. You tell him you 
want to be present at the directors’ meeting at one-thirty. 
*You ask him to wait in his office until you can get there.” 
“That’s hardly the way to buy stock,” Mason said. “His 
first pric% will probably be about fifty to seventy-five per 
c^nt highe]; than what he would actually take.” 

She shook her head impatiently. “I’m not buying stodt. 
I’m buying a husband.” 
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Gi^orge C. Lutts was apparently a badly flustered 1N- 
dividual. Not only was he curious as to why Periy Mason 
should be interested in tlie Sylvan Glade Development 
Company, but he was anxioui? to make certain that he 
leieive th£ excessive price which he had quoted over the 
telephone. His anxiety was tempered by a very evident 
fear that some secret development- concerning which he 
kqew nothing was making the stock worth far more than’ 
he had dared to ask. 

Mason put the < < rtified check on Lutts* desk. 

"There you are, Mr. Lutts. A check payable to George 
C. Lutts, dated today, duly certified, in an amount of 
thirty-two thousand seven hundred and fifty dollars. You 
note that I have written on the back of it that this check 
is payment in full for your two thousand shares of stock 
in the Sylvan Glade Development Company, that you 
agree to arrange for me to attend the directors’ meeting 
this afternoon. You will there announce thit you have sol<J 
your stock to me, and give me an opportunity to ad- 
dress tlie meeting.” 

George Lutts was a man in his fifties, with heavy, bushy 
eyebrows under which suspicious gray eyes peered with 
the intensity of a man trying to look through fi thick fog. 
He pushed his head forward, as if by so doing»he could 
see Perry Mason’s {ace to better advantage, and he stud- 
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led the lawyer’s features. Blinking his eyes rapidly, he 
seemed almost to be sniffing the air. 

"You have the stock?" Mason asked impatiently. 

“Yes, yes.” 

"All endorsed?” 

“I’fli prepared to endorse it.’’ 

“'There «re five directors?" 

"That's right.” 

“Will you,” Mason asked, “tell me something about the 
temperaments and personalities of the various directors?” 

“The directors are very harmonious, very broad-minded,^ 
and for the most part, our meetings are entirely without 
friction,” Lutts said. “I am quite sure, Mr. Mason, that 
‘you will find no serious objection on the part of any direc- 
tor to carrying opt any legitimate business proposition 
which is for the best interest of the company.” 

Mason looked at him steadily for a few moments, then 
grinned. 

“Well, of course,” Lutts said, hastily averting his eyes, 
“we occasionally do have differences of opinion, but I 
think that’s only normal. I think there are always differ- 
ences of opinion whenever people get together. After all, 
Mr. Mason, this is a democracy, and we progress through 
tjie consideratlbn of different opinions.” 

“And who will furnish the difference of opinion this 
afternoon?” Mason. asked. 

“Ezekiel Elkins sometimes requires a little more ex- 
planation than some of the others. He’s intensely prac- 
tical.” 

“You mean hardheaded?” 

“You might call it that.” 
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“And who is opposed to Elkins?” 

"No one. No one at all.” 

"But Elkins do& occasionally express himself as having 
what you have just referred to as a difference of opinion?” 

"Well . . . yes." 

* "And with whom does he usually differ?” 

"Well, of course,” Lutts said, "wherever •there are 
strong personalities tlicre is an inescapable tendency for 
diflerent viewpoints to clash.” 

Mason nodded. 

Lutts said, "Cleve Rector is, in many ways, tempera- 
mentally opposed to Ezekiel Elkins, and they are the two 
largest sto.. Klioiders.” 

“Who else is on the board?” 

"Herbert Doxey.” 

"Wlio’s he?” 

“He’s my son-in-law. His holdings are very small.” 

"Who’s the other director?” Mason asked. 

"Regerson B. Neffs. Now understand, Mr. Mason, my 
stock doesn’t represent a controlling interest in the cor- 
poration, not by any manner of means. While I am the 
president, these other people have much larger holdings.” 

“1 understand,” Mason said. "But isn’t it a fact that if 
you vote with one of the other large blocks (*f stock, it does 
make a controlling interest?” 

"Well,” Lutts said, hesitating, "yes and no.” 

"What do you mean?” Mason asked. 

"W^ell, it’s rather difficult to work out a combination of 
tliat sort because the situation varies from tiine to time 
and person to person. Of course, Mr. *Mason! {here are 
essentially no differences of opinion except on minor mat- 
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ters. We are engaged in a constructive real estate develop- 
ment, and, quite naturally, everyone is interested in pro- 
moting that development so that it wifi work out to the 
best interest of all concerned.” 

“I just wariled to know,” Mason said cryptically. 

"l^r. Mason, you aren’t buying this stock with the idea 
of making some sort of a combination and getting control, 
are you?” 

“What makes you think that?” 

“Well, the questions yt)u are asking and . . . the fact 
that there were no bargaining negotiations.” 

“What's the matter?” Mason asked, making his voice 
sharp with suspicion^ “Isn’t the stock worth the money?” 

“Oh, yes, of course, Mr. Mason! Of course! It’s ujell 
worth the money^ In fact, I may say you’re getting a bar- 
gain, Mr. Mason.” 

“Then why should I have engaged in what you refer to 
as bargaining negotiations?” 

Lutts frowned. “1 hadn’t been aware that you were tak- 
ing an interest in the property own^d by the corpora- 
tion.” 

“I don’t usually precede my negotiations for property 
by a formal announcement that I’m interested,” Mason 
said. 

“No, no, of course not. But you didn’t make any inves- 
tigation — that is, we weren’t aware of it if you did.” 

“Exaady.” 

“Exactly what?” 

“You wCTen’t aware of it if I did.” 

Lutts ^l^ared ^is throat and tried another tack. 

“This isn’t entirely unexpected, Mr. Mason.” 
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“No?” 

“No. I want to show you an anonymous letter I re- 
ceived this morning.” 

“Why should I be interested?” 

“Take a look,” Lutts invited, and handed*Mason a sheet 
o£ typewritten paper which read: 

Your Sylvan Glade Development stock may be vjorth a 

lot more than you think. Better get out there and prowl 

around the old house for a whil|. You might be surprised 

at what you’ll find — ^if you’re lucky. 

Mason regarded the letter with a skeptical eye. “Anony- 
mous letters aren’t worth their postage.” 

“Nevertheless, it is significant that your offer comes- 
right on the heels of this letter.” 

Mason yawned. 

“You don’t think much of the letter?” 

“No.” 

“Am I to understand that you’re familiar with the 
assets of the company?” 

“Familiar enough to accept the offer that you made.” 

“That was my first offer,” Lutts said speculatively. 

“Do you usually make more than one?” 

“No, no, no, but . . . well, it’s rather a peculiar way^ 
to do business in a deal of this magnitude. I ... I really 
feel, Mr. Mason, that if I am going to go ahead with this 
deal, you should tell me exactly what it is you iiave in 
mind, exactly why you have become interested in this 
stock.” 

“Why should I?” Mason asked. 

“I think it’s only fair.” 
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Mason studied the man’s face carefully, then pushed 
back his chair, picked up the certified check and started 
for the door. 

“Wait a minute . . . wait!” Lutts called, in a panic. 
t'What are yo& doing. Mr. Mason? Where are you going?” 

“Jt thought,” Mason said, “you had changed your mind 
about selldng the stock. You said ‘if’ you were to go ahead 
with the deal. I had thought the deal was made, and — 

“NoWj Mr. Mason, don’t misunderstand me. I was only 
tryii^ to get matters straight in my own mind.” 

Mason stood by the desk. He was still holding th(^ 
certified check he had picked up. 

Lutts hastily opened a drawer and brought out two cer- 
tificates of stock. 

"You will, of cqurse, be in accord with leveling the hill- 
top property, Mr. Mason?” 

“I’m not certain as to my future plans,” Mason an- 
nounced coldly. 

“But that particular property won't be worth anything 
unless it is leveled.” 

“I am not anxious to buy valueless property. In your 
opinion, is the stock overpriced at the figure you’ve quoted 
me, Mr. Lutts?” 

“No, no, ©^course not. Now don’t misunderstand me, 
Mr. Mason. Don’t misunderstand me. That property, 
when the Sylvan Glade Development Company pur- 
chased >1, was just a run-down, second-rate suburban resi- 
dential district. It had been high class at one time, but the 
city had moved on and left it high and dry. Then the 
buildings Wre filled with little businesses. The carline 
was abandoned, the rails torq up, ant^ then even the busi- 
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nesses moved away. The property was up on a hill and 
. . . well. I’ll be frank, Mr. Mason, we bought it for a 
song. 

“Our preliminary .estimate shpwed that by cutting 
away the hill we could make a small fortune. It was a* 
splendid business stroke, Mr. Mason. Then we found that 
the4reeway was going to go through. That freeway will be 
needing dirt for a fill. We’ll be able to level the prop- 
erty, sell the dirt, and — " 

“Have any agreements been ihade to sell the dirt for 
l}ighway eenstruction?’’ Mason asked. 

“Nothing has been signed, yet. The owner of the ad- 
joining property has sold dirt. She sneaked in on the 
thing . . . found out what we were intending to do and 
leveled off the back end of her property so that she beat 
us to it. We had to tear down houses, you know. This 
woman, Mrs. Roxy Claflin, has a smart real estate man, 
Enright Harlan. Of course we’re co-operating now, but 
he certainly beat us to the punch. He knew about the 
freeway before we did.” 

“The houses are now all tom down?” 

“Don’t you know?” Lutts asked. 

Mason looked at him steadily. “No.” 

“All except one,” Lutts said. “A former* old mansion 
that had been taken over by small businesses. Mr. Mason, 
if you don’t know what houses have been tom down, how 
can you fix a value on the stock?” 

“/ didn’t fix it,” Mason said. “You did.” 

“/ fixed the price. You fixed a value.”, 

“Was your price excessive?” 

“Now wait a minute,” Luvts said in a panic. “I'm not 
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sure of the value. In fact. I’m having an auditor go over 
my books next week. I’m selling this s^k so I can take a 
capital gains profit. I make no representations as to its 
value. Perhaps I am seying too cheap. There’s no way of 
^telling until the books are audited.” 

Mason said, ‘‘I am in a hurry. I have here a certified 
check for thirty-two thousand seven hundred and fifty 
dollars as the purchase price of your stock. In precisely 
fifteen seconds I’m going to walk out of this office. If I 
should renew my offer tomorrow morning, it will be for 
twenty thousand. If that is not accepted I wilf' offer yoij 
twelve thousand tomorrow afternoon. The day after to- 
morrow the price will be ten thousand. The following day 
I won’t want it at any price.” 

“But why?” Lutts asked. “What’s going on that I don’t 
know about?” 

Mason indicated the two certificates of stock. “Either 
use that fountain pen now or I’ll tear up the check. 
Which do you want?” 

“Wait, waitl I’m signing. I’m signingl” George Lutts 
said. “Give a man time, can’t you? My heavens, don’t be 
so impatient. I’ve never seen such a man.” 

Lutts signed the endorsements on the certificates of 
^tock and pushed them across to Mason. 

Mason handed him the check. 

“Who is the secretary of the company?” Mason asked. 

“HeiBert Doxey.” 

"Wheri; will I find him?” 

“Right in that,back office.” 

“Is hff expecting me?” 
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“Well ... yes and no.” 

Mason grinned. “You mean that he felt that at the last 
minute I’d back out of paying any such price for your two 
thousand shares of stock?” 

“That wasn’t what I said.” 

“That’s what you had in mind,” Mason told him. .I’ll 
step4>ack and meet Mr. Doxcy.” 

Mason moved around the desk, smiled at the perplexed 
and exasperated Lutts, walked back to a second oflice, the 
door of w'hich was lettered "Herbert Doxey, Secretary” 
ajid pushed the door open. 

Doxey, attired in shirt sleeves, was pushing papers 
aiound with the overhurried activity of an idle man who 
has ^lid his racing sheet in the desk drawer promptly^ 
upon seeing a shadow fall on the frosted glass of the 
entrance door. 

Mason stood watching him. 

Doxey tried the pietense of being so busy that he had 
neither seen nor heard Mason enter. Under the steady 
inpact of Mason’s ‘eyes he could no longer stand the 
strain. He glanced up and made a farcical failure of regis- 
teiing surprise. 

“My name’s Mason,” the lasvyer told him. “I want two 
thousand shares of stock transferred on ihe*books of the 
Sylvan (^lade Development Company.” 

“Yts, yes,” Doxey said. “I undeistood that you were 
making a deal with Daddy Lutts.” 

Mason extended the shares of stock. 

Doxey opened a drawer in the desk, yx)k oi^t a stock, 
book and tlie seal of the corporation. 
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“1 want these stock certificates turned in/' Mason said, 
“and new stock certificates issued in my name — Perry 
Mason.” 

“Is there a middle initial?” Doxey asked. 

“No.” 

Doxey filled out the certificates, then, unable to re- 
strain himself, asked, “Mr. Mason, would you mind 
telling me just what you think that stock is worth?” 

“A very great deal,” Mason said. “Do you expect any 
trouble at the directorlT meeting this afternoon?” 

It was Doxey’s turn to be cryptic. “I don’t. Tfou might.*” 

“Thank you,” Mason said and walked out. 
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Mason unlocked the door of his private office. 

“Mrs. Harlan is here/’ Della said, and smiled. “You 
arrived in the nick of time, ^e just came in.” 

“Show her in,” Mason said, tossing his hat in the direc- 
tion of file bust of Gladstone where it landed at a rakish 
angle. 

Della ushered Mrs. Harlan into the office. “Did you get 
it?” Sybil Harlan asked anxiously. 

“I got it,” Mason said. “I could ptobably have saved 
you better than ten thousand dollais.” 

She gestured impatiently. “I was afraid you might try 
something like tliat. I told you to pay tlie price he put 
on it.” 

“1 paid it.” 

She added by way of explanation, “If anything had 
happened, and he’d stopped to think it over, he might 
have called my husband, and if he had, . . well, you 
can’t tell what would have happened. This is the lasf 
diance I have, Mr. Mason. At least, it’s the only thing I 
could think of. If that hadn’t gone through w^’d have 
had to start from scratch.” 

"All right,” Mason said, “what do we do n6w?” 

“Nosv,” she said, “as a stockholder of«the Sylvan Glade 
Development Company, Mr. Mason, it will give me great 

h 
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pleasure to show you what you have purchased. My car 
is downstairs and we can go out right now. I want to show 
you the layout because this is probaWy the last time 
we dare be seen together. By this time tomorrow, they'll 
h'^ve detectives shadowing your office, trying to find out 
who ;jjpur client is. They’ll be smart enough to realize that 
you didn’t^buy this for yourself.** 

“I hope so,” Mason said, reaching for his hat. He mo- 
tioned Sybil Harlan to precede him. 

She flashed him a glance fiom the doorway. “Why?” 

Mason said, “I don’t want people to get the impression 
that I go around buying property at the asking plrce. You 
should have seen LuttS. He was afraid we'd found ura- 
nium on the property. He didn't want to sell, but he was 
afraid to let me get out of that door for fear I'd get away 
and wouldn’t come back. All in all, he was in quite a 
predicament.” 

Mason told Della where he would be and followed Mrs. 
Harlan to the car. 

“Tell me sohie more about the property,” he said as 
they eased into traffic. 

“It was out at the end of a carline. At one time it had 
been a rather exclusive suburb. Then it was sold, sub- 
divided into iQts, went through a fashionable period, th?n 
Ibecame a real estate white elephant. Around 1913 or 1914 
a fire wiped out many of the old mansions. Then for a 
period pf five or. ten years, the place started filling up 
with shacks. It was a strange combination. A couple of 
die old ixfimsions, standing in utter disrepair, surrounded 
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cut tliTough and Lutts was shrewd enough to realize that 
i£ he could buy the property, tear it down, move away the 
buildings, and level the hill, the place would maJke a 
wonderful close-in site for a golf course or good subdivi- 
sion property. He tried to tie up all the adjoining prop 
erty, and tliat’s when my husband got in^ on the djal.. 
Enny is pretty shrewd real estate operator. He 'realized 
what Lutts was trying to do. 

"About that tinje, Enny became infatuated with Roxy. 
At first, the interest was legitimate. Roxy was a young 
divorcee wjfh money to invest. She wanted Enny to rec- 
oihmend good Te<il estate investments. 

“Enny found out that the new freeway was going to 
come very close to this property, that tliey would need 
a lot of dirt for a fill. So, while Lutts wa; picking up op- 
tions at a more or less leisurely pace, Enny, representing 
Roxy, swooped in and got hold of all the property to the 
north. Then he made the first deal with the contractor who 
was constructing the freeway and sold him dirt for the 
fill.” 

"How much diit?” Mason asked. 

“All they had. You’ll see for yourself when ^ve get out 
there. Roxy’s property has been leveled right up to the 
line. In fact, after the last rain our property caved and 
started to slide. The road contractor needs more dirt right 
away, and he’s negotiating with Lutts. That’s really what 
the directors’ meeting is about this afternoon.” 

“To consider the contractor’s offer?” Mason asked. 

“To accept it. After all, they can’t do anything else. He’s 
ending to pay for all the dirt and pay for tearing, down 
die house and pave a roadway along the side of the prop- 
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erty and along Roxy’s property. That’s why Enny will be 
at the meeting this afternoon.” 

“To see that the offer is accepted?” * 

“Yes, he’s very -ans^ous. He’s sold his dirt and got 
Roxy's" property leveled, so naturally he’s anxious to see 
that construction is speeded up and that Roxy gets the 
benefit of the paved road. The contractor is willing to 
build along the property lines so he can haul the dirt to 
the second fill. Dirt from Roxy’s property went into the 
first fill.” 

“Suppose the corporation doesn’t accept the contrac- 
tor’s offer?” 

"Then they’d be stuck with moving the dirt and they’d 
have to find a place to put it.” 

“Where woul4 that leave the road contractor?” 

“Well, he’d get dirt from somewhere. There has to be 
a fill. Of course, the deal is a natural, Mr, Mason. The con- 
traaor needs the dirt, and the Sylvan Glade Development 
Company wants the hill leveled.” 

“And what am 1 supposed to do?”< 

“Try to make Roxy pay for her roadway through the 
nose.” 

“But it’s all one deal with the contractor?” 

“Yes. Actftally, the Sylvan Glade 'vvants the roadway 
paved and dedicated because they’ll be using it. Roxy is 
willing to dedicate the roadway provided she gets it 
pavecK for nothing. The contractor is willing to pave for 
nothing^ provided he gets the dirt from the Sylvan Glade 
Develof^ment Company.” 

“'Thpt’s the 5eal?” Mason asked. 
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“That’s the deal.” 

“And what do you want me to do?” 

“Throw enough wrenches in the machinery so that 
Roxy knows she’s in for trouble. Do everything you can 
to embarrass her.” 

“Thaj^ might be in conflict with your best interests as a 
stockholder.” 

“I told you before, Mr. Mason, I’m not buying stock. 
I’m buying a husband.” 

Mason nodded, lit a cigarette, settled back in the car, 
and surreptitiously studied Mrs. Harlan’s proBle. 

*She kept hci eyes on the road, said, “I can feel that 
you’re putting me in a test tube, Mr. Mason. I suppose 
pure cussedness is the analysis.” 

“Not exactly,” Mason said. “You intei;;est me.” 

“Thank you. Do you think I can interest my husband — 
again?” 

“You did it once,” Mason said. 

She nodded. “That was five years ago. Now I’m having 
to give my opponent: a six-year handicap.” 

“You can do it,” Mason said. “Where did this Claffin 
woman get all the money — insurance, an estate, or — ^?” 

“Or gold di^ng,” she interrupted. 

Mason looked at her in quick surprise. “I thought she 
was well fixed, the way you were talking.” 

“She’s supposed to be, but where did she get it ... or 
rather, where is she getting it?” 

“No alimony?” 

“Not a cent. She was on the losing end.” 

“Investments?” 
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“Now she has investments, but the original cash came 
from somewhere. She’s a plunger and she’s hit a potential 
jackpot now.” 

“You think your husband may have contributed?” 

“No. He 'might be imposed upon now, but when the 
relationship started, it was on a business basis. It didn’t 
stay that way long. Trust Roxy for that.” 

Masbn studied her angry profile. 

She turned the car off the highway, drove over half a 
mile of pavement whith had been sadly neglected and 
was full of broken irregularities, then negotiated a sharp 
turn and climbed a steep grade up a hill. 

“Here we are,” she said, indicating a three-story house 
which had at one time evidently been quite a mansion 
but which was 90W standing in solitary isolation. “That’s 
the house which is to be torn down. Those piles of lumber 
represent salvage from some of the shacks that were 
pulled down. Most of that lumber isn’t good for anything 
except to be. sawed up as kindling. The company’s been 
celling it for what it can get. It’s bean running ads in die 
classified section, offering second-hand lumber for sale — 
as is.” 

Sybil Harlan stopped the car. Mason got out. 

“Want to*go in the house?” she asked. 

Mason nodded. “Let’s take a look.” 

She opened the glove compartment of the car,uook out 
a leather key-container and a leather binocular case. 

“What’s that in the back?” Mason asked sharply. 

She snapped the door of the glove compartment closed. 
“A gqn,” she said casually. 
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“What’s it for?” 

“For protection., 

“Whose protection?’! 

“Mine. It’s one o£ Enny’s.” 

“One of Enny’s?” 

“Yps, he has quite a collection. He’s quite aa, outdoor 
man . . . used to do a lot of hunting.” 

“And Wliy the need for protection?” Mason asked. 

“Because,” she said, avoiding his eyes, “I come up here 
every once in a while, and it’s lonely. I always put this 
gun in my handbag when I go inside the house. You read 
too many stories of women being attacked for me to take 
chances up here.” 

They left the car and walked to the door. Mrs. Harlan 
opened the leather container, fitted a key* to the lock, and 
slid the bolt back. 

“Works smoothly,” Mason said. 

“I oiled it.” 

“May I see the keys?” 

She hesitated. Mason held out his hand with steady in- 
sistence. 

“Oh, all right,” she said, and gave him the leatlier key- 
container. 

Mason looked through the keys. “These are all skeleton 
keys.” 

“Yes.”- 

“How did you get them?” 

“My goodness, Mr. Mason, don’t be naive. Every good 
real estate man has a collection of skeleton*keys. l*filched 
these from Enny’s car.” 
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“Didn’t he miss them?’’ 

“Yes, but he didn’t know who had taken them. He has 
others.” 

“Exactly what’s the Idea?” Mason asked. 

"I was going to show you,” she said, “but now I’ll tell 
you. Frotn up here on the third floor you can look directly 
down on the house which is on Roxy’s property — ^you can 
look into the patio and right into the swimming pool. 
Now, does that answer your question, Mr. Mason?” 

“You’ve been keeping tabs on your husband?” 

“Exactly.” 

“Have you seen anything?” Mason asked. 

“Lots.” 

Mason said, “If you wanted to get evidence, why didn’t 
you employ a detective?” 

“I told you, Mr. Mason, I don’t want to get evidence. I 
don’t want a divorce. I don’t want a separation. I want 
my husband.” 

“How many times Have you been up here?” 

“Enough to find out what’s going on.” 

“All right,” Mason said, “let’s go.” 

She opened the door. “I’ll lead the way,” she said. 

The interroT of the house was musty; the air was stale 
and had a faint smell of mildew. 

Partitions had been ripped out and rearranged on the 
lower floor to provide places for small businesses. These 
businesses had, in turn, moved out and left a helter- 
skelter of junk — old newspapers, broken chairs, a few 
pieexs^^of old Nothing, wrecked counters, and partitions. 
Over all, was a coating of dark, heavy dust. 

“Dispiriting* isn’t it," sne said. 
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Mason nodded. 

“I’ll lead the v«y,’’ she said. "You’ll pardon me, Mr. 
Mason. This is dirty and my skirt is white.’’ 

She raised her skirt, drew it tightly aroiftid the uppet^ 
part of her legs, holding it with one hand while .she 
clin:d)ed a steep flight of stairs. 

Mason regarded the white shoes, the long lehgth of 
nylon stockings. “You’re hardly dressed for a tour of in- 
spection here,’’ he said. 

“1 know. 1 have an appointment at tlie beauty shop 
iright after we leave here, and 1 dressed for that appoint- 
ment instead of for this. 1 hope you don’t mind my mak- 
ing a spectacle of myself, but I don’t want to get dirty.’’ 

“tead on,’’ Mason told her. 

The second^ floor had been given over to bedrooms. 
Here, again, there was a litter of rubbish where people 
had moved out, leaving behind old mattresses, broken 
bed sets, cheap furniture whidh in the course of years had 
become unglued at (lie joints and was not worth repair- 
ing. 

Mrs. Harlan, still holding her skirt high and tight so 
that it would not brush against anything, climbed to the 
third floor, led the way to a room with a fiorthem ex- 
posure. Here it was cleaner and less cluttered. The room’s 
only chair was covered with a newspaper and placed in 
such a position that one could sit in it and looK out 
through the thin lace curtains of a window. 

Mrs. Harlan’s white skirt dropped back into pl^ce; she 
looked down at her shoes to see if she was carryiijg any 
dirt on them, stamped them on the floor in order to get 
rid of the dust. “Here ye are, ^fr. Mason,’’ she said. • 
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Mason looked down the steep excavated slope to a 
red-tiled, white stucco house. "Gives you a feeling of in- 
security," Miison said. "I can't get over the feeling that 
' this 'house start sliding down the hill any minute." 

",l know how you feel," she said. "The rains have 
washed gullys. Within thirty days this will all be torn 
down knd , the hill will be leveled. Look down there 
now, Mr. Mason. Do you see what I mean? Those two 
figures.” 

She stepped to the window, released the catch and 
raised the sash. The lace curtains billowed in a faint 
breeze. She slipped a cord over- the curtains, holding them 
back. 

Then, stepping away from the window, she opened the 
leather binocular case and brought out a pair of expen- 
sive binoculars. "Just sit in that chair. You can look right 
out through the window.” 

She handed Mason the binoculars, and Mason, curious, 
moved the newspaper, seated himself in the chair, ad- 
justed the binoculars and looked down on the red-tiled 
roof of the patio and the swimming pool. 

A man and a woman were at the pool. The man wore a 
business suit, the woman wore virtually nothing. She was 
lying on a foam rubber mattress. 

"Sun-bathing," Sybil Harlan explained. "She does |hat 
a lot, particularly when Enny is calling on business.” 

“I tgke it that’s your husband.” 

"Th|t will be Enny,” she said- “Probably talking about 
the cyrectOTs’ meeting, getting last minute instructions.” 

As Mason watched, the man leaned forward and ex- 
tended his hand; the woman took it, and with a light. 
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swift motion bounded to her feet. For a moment she stood 
facing the man ai^ then grabbed up a robe and hung it 
around her. 

Mrs. Harlan, who had been hatching over Masons* 
shoulders without the aid of binoculars, said, “That gives 
you<!ja good idea of what’s going on, Mr. Mason., 

“Want tlie binoculars?” Mason asked. 

“I wouldn’t tliink of depriving you of the treat,” she 
said. “Now, she’ll get tire robe and be very modest, very 
demure — after having given Enny a complete eyeful. 

. neat figure, don’t you think, Mr. Mason?” 

“Very.” 

“Otherwise,” Mrs. Harlan said dryly, “I wouldn’t have 
had«to invest thirty-two tliousand seven hundred and fifty 
dollars in stock that I didn’t want. Now'she’U invite him 
into the house for a drink or a cup of tea and — ” 

Harlan had been standing by tire woman, who was smil- 
ing up at him. Mason could see her lips move as she said 
something, then, with her face near to the man’s, she 
paused for a moment, her chin elevated at just tire right 
angle. 

Abruptly, the man swept her into his arms in a crushing 
embrace. 

Mason lowered the binoculars to glance at Mrs. Harlan. 

She had turned her back to the window and was stand- 
ing with her fists clenched. 

"All right,” Mason said, “I’ve seen the property.” 

“Ready to go?” 

"I think I’d better. That directors’ meeting is for one- 
thirty. I want to be there when it opens.” 

“Enny will be leavJhg any Ihinute now,” she said 
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“Was that house built after the property vras — ” 

“No, the house has been there for sofue time. That’s on 
the level part of the property. The hill commenced just 
back of ivheK the swilnming pool is now. That's new. 
En^y likes to swim. That wall around the patio, enclosing 
the swimming pool, gives them privacy. That unpainted 
boxlike shack just below here ij the contractor’s shatk.” 

“Hasn’t it occurred to her to look up here?" Mason 
asked. “Can’t she see ywi at that window?" 

“I have been very careful. They never even bother 
to look up here. They take this old empty house for 
granted, the way a wife takes her husband for granted — 
until she suddenly finds it’s too late to salvage her mar* 
riagc.” * 

“You’re wearing white today,” Mason said. “When you 
raised that t^dow, you could have been rather conspicu* 
ous and — ’’ 

“I don’t wear white when I come up here. I wear some- 
thing dark. 1 just wanted you to sec the property, Mr. 
Mason. You’ll have to understand the setup. Do you 
want to go down and look at the boundary line?" 

“Can we sec it from here?" 

“We can lee it from here, but, as you pointed out, I’m 
too conspicuous. Let’s go." 

Mason put the binoculars back into the case. She held 
out ker hand. 

“I’ll carry them," Mason said. 

Mrs. Harlan again carefully raised and folded her 
skirts. feel ‘as much of an exhibitionist as that minx 
down there at the swimming pool, but the dirt in this 
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house just jumps at you if you give it a chance — and I 
take it you’ve seen legs before, Mr. Mason.” 

“Not that good-looking,” Mason said. 

She laughed. “Thank you. I thiifk I needed that to build* 
my morale — otherwise, I wouldn’t have fished for it. TJiey 
arc ^ood. 1 know my good points, Mr. Mason, but some- 
times I’m afraid I don’t know my bad points.” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“I’m a creature of emotions. In my case, sophistication 
is a thin veneer. At times I have the most savage, ruthless 
uupulses. Sometimes I—- Well, Mr. Mason, there are 
depths in my emotions I’m afraid to look into. I’m not a 
well-controlled person. Sometimes I'm afraid I could be- 
come a vicious, clawing savage. 

“You know, some women would have become friendly 
with the mistress, trying to size up her technique to see 
what she had that the wife didn’t have. I’ve seen them 
do that, cooing at each other, sparring for position in a 
cold war that was all sweetness on the outside. I couldn’t 
do that. I’d have been at her throat. 

“I know I can’t trust myself. I’ll just have to stay away 
from that woman, that’s all.” 

“That might be a good idea,” Mason said 

“What idea?” 

“To keep away from her.” 

“You’re right. Let’s quit talking about her, shall <we?” 

She led the way down the stairs. Mason followed her 
to the ground floor. She opened the outer door, released 
her skirts, fluffed them into place, and stdod a moment 
in the doorway, the bright sunlight showing the silhou- 
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ette of her figure through the light, white skirt She 
stretched her arms above her head, with the tips of her 
fingers she Smoothed her hair back around her ears, 
*' glanced over«her shoulder at Perry Mason. “Think I stand 
a <;jhance?” 

“I wopld say you stood a very good chance.” 

She 'Stepped out into tlie sunlight, holding the door 
open for Perry Mason, and he followed her through the 
door. She closed and lodked it 

“The boundary line comes right along here to the 
northeast,” she said. “You can see where they stopped the 
excavation. Then ohr property caved down after it 
rained.” 

“It’ll cave some more if there are further rains," Mason 
said. 

“1 suppose so. But after all, what difference docs it 
make. The house is going to be torn down. 

“Think of the stories this house could tell, Mr. Mason. 
At one time ft was a mansion out in the exclusive suburbs. 
Those were the days when you traveled by horse and 
buggy and went back and forth to town on an interurban 
streetcar. Beautiful women climbed up and down those 
stairs. Tliere were marriages . . . births . . . deaths . . . 
and then there were people who moved in, common, 
ordinary people, then another class of people. Can you 
imagine persons, moving out of a house and leaving all of 
that nasty litter behind them? It’s awful when something 
outlive its* usefulness, Mr. Mason.” 

She*stood in the sunlight, facing the lawyer, her fiice 
hard'and bitter. “Six years," she said, and spat the words 
ou/;. 
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Mason said, “I tliought it was your fijth anniversary.” 

"My fifth anniversary," she said, "but I’m talking 
about that beautiful brown body down there. She’s six 
years younger than I. That’s the handicap f have to give.' 
That’s what I’m fighting against. And as I get older,. I’ll, 
hav<?to give more and more of a handicap. There’s always 
a young crop coming along with curves and . . . dh, hell, 
Mr. Mason, I think I’m going to bawl.’’ 

“Wait a minute,’’ Mason said sharply. “This is your 
fifth wedding anniversary, remember? You’re going to 
ihe beauty shep. You’re going to gild the lily and paint 
the rose, knd then you’re going to turn on your personal- 
ity and make that woman in the red-tiled house down 
thert look pale by comparison." 

“She isn’t pale. She’s beautiful. She has a vronderful 
brown body. Her skin has beautiful golden tints. I’ve 
watched her, I’ve studied every incli of her — and she’s 
six years younger than I am.” 

“And,” Mason sai^, “she’s going to start asking your 
husband why he didn’t protect her property rights and 
what is meant by the doctrine of lateral support!” 

“What is the doctrine of lateral support?” Mrs. Har- 
lan asked, suddenly curious. 

“That,” Mason said, grinning “is what the directors of 
the Sylvan Glade Development Company are going to 
be asking in just about forty-five minutes. And if* you 
don’t mind accepting the appraisal of an experf, Mrs. 
Harlan, that girl down there doesn’t have anything on 
•you. You can spot her curve for curve, and She can’t ^touch 
you on personality.” 

‘'Thanks for trying t4 boost tSy morale, Mr. Mason. You 
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don't know how I need it I’m getting pretty desperate. 
I — ** She suddenly jumped into the car, unlocked the 
glove compartment, started to put in the binoculars 
Vhich Masoif held out* to her, hesitated, then took the 
gun out and put it into her handbag. 

“What’« that for?” Mason said. 

Her hiugh seemed cheerful. "I’ll put it back among my 
husband’s other guns. I’m not going to need it after all — 
now that I am beginning to understand the way you have 
things planned.” 
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George C. Lutts, sitting at the head of the*mahog- 
any table, tapped gently with the gavel and said in his 
dry, rasping voice, "This meeting will please come to 
order." 

The men sc? ted at the table straightened expectantly. 

Lutts said, "This is a regular directors’ meeting, at 
which time we are to consider the offer of the Aurora 
Paving and Excavating Company for tearing down the 
house remaining on our holdings, moving away the hill, 
and paving the road which will give us access to the new 
freeway. 

“Before we start in on this business of the meeting, 
however, I have an announcement to make." He paused, 
cleared his throat, said, "I have as of this day disposed of 
my entire interest in the coiporation. My stock has been 
purchased by Mr. Perry Mason. I wish to introduce Mr. 
Mason, the lawyer, and then announce my resignation as 
president of the board. 

"I am going to ask Mr. Mason to say a few words. I 
also wish the minutes to show that Mr. Enright Hainan is 
attending the meeting by special invitation. Mr., Harlan 
represents Mrs. Roxy Glafhn, who owns property on 
the north. Now then, I’m going to ask 'Mr. Magon — ” 

"Just a moment. I rise to a point of order,’’ Ezekiel 
Elkins rasped. 
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“All right, what’s the point?” Lutts asked impatiently. 

Elkins scraped back his chai^ and QOt to his feet, a 
dogged, lantern-jawed individual in his early fifties, with 
i>haip, suspicic/us eyes, ^arse hair, a florid fiice, and the 
habjt of shoving his hands down deep in his trousers 
pockets whenever he talked. 

“How much did you get for your stock?” 

“None of your business,” Lutts snapped. 

“I thought we had a gentlemen’s agreement that if any 
offer was made for our stock we’d each give the other 
directors the first refusal.” 

“I didn’t sign any such contract.” 

“I’m not talking about a contract. I’m talking about a 
gentlemen’s agreement.” 

“I didn’t make any such agreement.” 

The others murmured protest. 

“It was agreed right here around this very table. We 
talked it over when we organized the company.” 

“Someone suggested that it would be a good idea,” 
Lutts said, “but diere wasn’t any definite agreement ” 

“There was an agreement,” Elkins said doggedly. 

“Well, my stock’s been sold,” Lutts snapped angrily. 

“And you won’t tell us what you got for it?” 

“No.” 

Elkins turned to the other members of the board. 
“Mo^ we accept Lutts’ resignation as president and di- 
rector,’\he said, “on the ground that he is no longer quali- 
fied to sit as director on account of his not being a stock- 
holder^ on the f ecords of the company.” 

“Second the motion,” Regerson Neffs snapped. 

“I haven’t given my resi^ation,,*yct,” Lutts said. 
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“You can’t sit on the board. You aren’t qualified. You 
have to be a stocj^holder to be a member of the board of 
directors," Elkins said-. 

“I might get a share from Hefb Doxey, «just to qualify* 
me," Lutts went on. “I’m still interested in — ” 

"It has been moved and seconded to accept tjje resigna- 
tion of George C. Lutts,” Elkins said. “All thosedn favor 
signify by saying aye.” 

Four voices said, “Aye.” 

"So ordered," Elkins said. “Who's going to be president 
the company?” 

“I move Mr. Clcve Rector be elected president,” 
Regerson Neffs said. 

‘S move Ezekiel Flkins be president,” Herbert Doxey 
said. 

“That leaves us two and two.” Neffs said. “That isn’t 
going to—” 

“I’m voting for Elkins,” Rector ii^terrupted. 

“You are?” Neffs said. 

“That’s right.” 

Doxey said, “Under the bylaws we can only elect a 
chairman to act as presiding oilicer until the next meet- 
ing of the stockholders. The stockholders elect the presi- 
dent.” 

“We’ll have a stockholders’ meeting right after this,’’ 
Elkins said. “Now, let’s hear from Perry Masoa. All 
right, Mr. Mason, do you have something to say to us?” 

“I just wanted to announce that I am a stockholder in 
the corporation,” Mason said, "and as sach I am inter- 
ested in anything that is done by you directors.” 

“Whom are you representing?” Elkins demanded. 
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“The stock is in my name.” 

“You’re representing somebody,” E^ins said. “You 
didn’t drop down out o£ a clear sky and buy stock in this 
company without any pnsvious negotiations and at such a 
price Lutts didn’t dare let the deal slip through his fin* 
gers by giving us first diance at the stock, the way we 
promised each other we would.” 

Gleve Rector said, “He’s representing that Claffin 
woman, o£ course. I£ yoi\ ask me, she’s taking altogether 
too much o£ an interest in the a£Eairs o£ this corporation. 
She sneaked in and purchased her property right out from, 
under us. She — ” 

“Now, just a minute,” Enright Harlan interrupted, get- 
ting to his feet, “/’m representing Mrs. Claffin. I resent 
having things like that said about her, and I happen to 
know that she is not Mr. Mason’s client.” 

“What makes you think I have a client?” Mason 
asked. 

“Don’t be silly,” Harlan said. 

“Of course, he’d deny it anyway,” ^Lector said. “I think 
this man. Mason, is a Trojan horse. 1 think anything he 
says should be viewed with suspicion. I think he’s simply 
trying to manipulate the affairs of this corporation for 
the benefit of Roxy Claffin. I don’t think he’s a bona 
fide stockholder. I don’t want him on the board o£ direc- 
tors.”*- 

Mason said impatiently, “I don’t want to go on the 
board of directors. 1 want to address the directors on a 
matter of business.” 

“Well, 1 guess you’ve got a right to do that,” Elkins 
said, 
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Mason said. "You gentlemen seem to be obsessed with 
the idea that you’re going to grade down that hill and 
level the property.” 

“Well, why not,” Elkins said. •That was«he idea of ge»? 
ting the property in the first place.” 

"Xll right,” Mason said. “When you get doni?. what do 
you have? You have a flat property. You are going to have 
drainage problems. Now, I believe that hill can be ter- 
raced and turned into attractive residential property. I 
think the house that’s on the hill can be renovated, that 
.a big outdoor balcony can be put on it and glassed in, 
that the place will make an attractive restaurant and 
night club.” 

Mason paused. The directors looked at him in open- 
mouthed astonishment. 

“You’re crazy,” Lutts said finally. 

“In which event,” Mason went on as though he had 
not been interrupted, "we would, of course, be in a posi- 
tion to sue Mrs. Claffin, who owns the property on the 
north, for having invaded our right of lateral support.” 

“Lateral support? What’s that?” Lutts asked. 

"That is the right of all property to have the natural, 
normal support of the adjoining property. •! notice that 
Mrs. Claffin has gone ahead with excavations which 
have not only gone right up to the boundary line of the 
property, but have even passed the boundary litie of 
the property and have undermined the foundatioijs of the 
house on the hill. This has caused the Sylvan Glade Devel- 
' opment Company great and irreparable damages. I 
personally feel that before this corporation makes any 
agreement relating td levelirf^ that hill, it should «first 
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investigate the possibilities o£ turning the property into 
an attractive, exclusive hillside residen^al property, and 
file suit again'st Mrs. Clafiin for the unlawful violation of 
«ur lateral support. 

“1 wish to call to the attention of the directors that 
there havf been a series of dry years, that this level prop- 
erty is immediately adjacent to a natural drainage, which, 
in view of developments to the north and west, can well 
become a raging torrent in the event of an unusually wet 
year. The water would then sweep down across our prop- 
erty, if it were leveled, cutting great channels and caus^ 
ing enormous damage. As it is now, this hill is attractive, 
artistic, and, above all, even in the wettest years it will be 
dry. There was a time when the steepness of the hilli de- 
tracted from the* value of the property. In view of the 
fact that it is now possible to come in on the freeway, take 
the turn-off on the edge of the Clafiin property, follow 
that around to our property, and terrace the hill, we cobid 
make a very fine residential property.” 

“I think you’ve got something,” dleve Rector said. *‘I 
want it investigated.” 

"Now, wait a minute, wait a minute,” Enright Harlan 
shouted. "This is simply blackmail. You see now why Mr. 
Mason got in here. He’s trying to drum up a lawsuit. In 
the first place, if you people don’t make some agreement 
with Airs. Claffin*, you can’t even use the roadway across 
her property. She’s only willing to dedicate that for a 
highway in the event your property is leveled and in the 
event she receives a reasonable contribution toward the 
cost of the dedication.” 
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“You mean she wants money from us?" Lutts asked. 

"You want a rqad from her, don’t you?’’ Harlan asked 

Ezekiel Elkins turned to Mason. “What’s this doctrine 
of lateral support you’re talking about?’’ 

Harlan said, “Just a minute, gentlemen. If there’s go- 
ing to be any dissertation on your legal rights, .1 want to 
have an opportunity to get a lawyer here and — " 

“Shut up,’" Elkins said. “You’re not a stockholder here, 
you’re not a director. You’re here by sufferance. Your in- 
terests are opposed to ours and always have been. Go 
ahead, Mr. M<«son. What do you mean by lateral supt- 
port?’’ 

“Under the original common law,’’ Mason said, “prop- 
erty was absolutely entitled to lateral support. That doc- 
trine has now been changed somewhat by' Section 832 of 
the civil code, but under that section, before any person 
can make an excavation which will in any way damage 
the lateral support of the adjoining property, it is neces- 
sary that a written notice be given to the adjoining prop- 
erty owner. Did Mrs. ClalTm ever give this corporation 
any notice?’’ 

“She did not,” Rector said. 

“Now, wait a minute,” Harlan intei posed. “Don’t get 
stampeded.” 

“Let’s see a lawyer,” Regerson Neffs interrupted. 

“We’ve got one here,” Rector said. “I move wt ad- 
journ.” 

“Second the motion,” Herbert Doxey said. 

“Now, wait a minute,’’ Harlan insisted.* “We’ve all got 
a problem to consider. We — ” 
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"Rise to a point of order,” Regerson Neffs interrupted. 
”The motion to adjourn is always in order. It’s been duly 
seconded. Put it to a vote.” 

“All those fa favor ol adjournment signify by saying 
aye,’.’ Elkins snapped. 

“Aye,” four voices said. 

Chairs scraped back. “We’re adjourned,” Elkins said. 
“I want to talk with you, Mr. Mason.” 

Enright Harlan pushed* Elkins aside, confronted Mason. 
He was. Mason saw, a handsome man despite the fact that 
he was flushed and angry. He was tall, square-shouldered,* 
slender hipped, athletic. His gray eyes were sharp with 
anger. “Are you,” he shouted, “trying to turn an asset into 
a lawsuit?” 

Mason grinned at him. “I’m turning a lawsuit into an 
asset,” he said, and walked away. 
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Mason finished the afternoon’s dictation, pushed a 
file of mail away from him, said, “I can’t keep up with 
it, Della.” 

“You’ve done fine this afternoon,” she said. “Two more 
•hours tomorrow and you’ll be completely finished with 
the important matters.’* 

Mason regarded the bulging mail file with disgust. 
“Wtll, it’s twenty minutes to six, long past closing time.” 

“You’re leaving?” she asked. 

“No, I have some law points I want to look up. I’ll put 
in an hour or two in the library. You go on home, Della. 
Tm sorry I kept you so late.” 

Knuckles tapped ^on the door, and Gertie, the recep- 
tionist, pushed her head in through the doorway. “You 
didn’t leave instructions about Mrs. Harlan,” she said, 
and then added parenthetically, “the woman who saw you 
this morning.” 

“What about her?” Mason asked. “And what are you 
doing here this late? I thought you’d closed up the outer 
office long ago.” 

“She’s on the telephone. She says she simply hag to talk 
with you right now. I told her I didn’t know whether you 
were in, that I thought you had left for die day byt that 
rd try to find out. I went out, but came back to wait for 
my boy friend, and wTien the^phone rang I answerediit.” 
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“rU talk with her, Gertie,” Mason said. 

Gertie noddqd, returned to the other pffice, and Mason 
picked up his extension phone. A moment later he heard 
Che click o£ the connectidh. “Hello,” he said cautiously. 

“Mr. Mason, Mr. Mason, is that you?” 

“Yes.” 

“This is Sybil . . . Sybil Harlan.” 

“Yes.” 

“Mr. Mason, something ... I must see you at oncel 
Something very unforeseen has happened.” 

“Now, wait a minute,” Mason said. “Get yourself to-, 
gether. You sound half-hysterical.” 

“I am . . . I’ll be all right. I’m just nervous.” 

“Where are you now?” Mason asked. 

“I’m down at the Union Station. I took a cab there be- 
cause I thought it would be less conspicuous and — ” 

Mason, his Voice sharp, said, “Don’t try to tell me over 
the phone. Grab a cab and get up here as fast as you can. 
Don’t go to the outer office. Come down the corridor to 
the side-exit door marked 'Private.* Tap on it and I’ll 
let you in.” 

“Thank you, thank you. I was so afraid I couldn’t reach 
you.” 

“Never mind,” Mason said. “Get up here.” 

Mason hung up the phone, nodded to Della, said, “Get 
Paul Drake at the Drake Detective Agency for me, Della.” 

Della , Street started for the outer office. 

“No, jio. The private unlisted telephone,” Mason said. 
“I want to be sure I catch him.” 

Della Street’s fillers flew over the dial and a moment 
latei; she nodded and handed the receiver to Mason. 
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Mason said hello and heard Drake’s voice on the line. 
“Yes, Perry, what is it?” 

Mason said, "Can you wait there for another hour or 
so?" 

‘;^es.” 

"I think I have an emergency matter coming up. Got 
any operatives on tap?” 

"There are a couple o£ good men making out reports 
here in the office. I can hold tllbm if you want." 

"Hold them,” Mason said. 

"What IS it?” Drake asked. 

Mason said, "I don’t know, Paul. All I have is the sound 
of a woman’s voice. She’s a woman who wouldn’t get stam- 
peded easily, but she’s half-hysterical now. Stick around, 
Paul.” 

"What’s your connection with her?” Drake asked. 

Mason said, "She’s in danger of losing her husband. 
She doesn’t intend to sit back and let that happen. She 
had schemes. Now «he’s in a jam.” 

"Oh-oh,” Drake said. "One of those things where every- 
thing went black, then she felt something jerking in her 
hand and heard loud banging noises. Sh^ looked down 
and found she was holding a gun, and there was John 
lying on the floor. She has no idea liow he got there. She 
ran to him and said, ’John, John, speak to me. Oh., John, 
speak to me.’ So then she calls her lawyer.” 

"Don’t kid about it,” Mason said. ‘Tou mayTbe a lot 
nearer the truth than you know. Stay in your office, Paul, 
and be ready to come down here the minute I givb you a 
buzz.” 
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Mason hung up, looked at his wrist watch, said to Della, 
“Well, you’d better stay on, too. I'll bu^you a dinn er.” 

“Sold. Let’s tackle that mail file again.” 

“No mail,” Mason told her. “I want to review the situ- 
ation in my mind, so I’ll have the various factors at my 
finger tips We may have to work fast.” 

The lawyer started pacing the floor, head tlirust for- 
ward, thumbs pushed into the armholes of his vest. Della 
Street watched him solicitously. 

During .the next ten minutes. Mason looked at his 
watch at least ten times. Then Della heard the tapping, 
of quick steps in the corridor and impatient knuckles 
on the door of M2ison's private ofiice. 

Della Street threw the door open. 

Sybil Harlan stood in the doorway. Her face was a 
frozen mask. 

“All right,” Mason said, “come in and sit down. Now 
ttrll me, what iS it?” 

“George Lutts,’* she said as Della Street closed the 
door. 

“What about him?” 

“He’s dead.” 

“How did lie die?” 

“Someone shot him.” 

“Where?” 

“Ilf the diest. I — ” 

“No,^no,” Mason said. "Where wa.s he when he was 
shot?” ^ 

“Up in the house on the hill." 

“W^o was with him?” 

was.” 
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Mason stepped in front of her. His voice was like a slap. 
“Gut out the dramatic stuff. Get yourself together. Who 
else "was with him?” 

“Only one person.” 

"^o?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“What do you mean you don’t know?” 

“Someone who was hiding in the house. Someone who 
had a key.” 

“Go on,” Mason said, “let’s have it.” 

She said, “George Lutts is a smooth operator. He felt 
that if his two thousand shares of stodt were worth thirty* 
two thousand seven hundred and fifty dollars to you, the 
stodc would be going up in value. No o^ else knew what 
he had been paid for the stock. Apparently, after the di* 
rectors’ meeting, Regerson Nefib complained about the 
fact that Lutts had sold out. Lutts told Neffs he’d buy bis 
stock at whatever price Neffs wanted to put on it.” 

“So what?” 

“So Neffs, who had three thousand shares of stock, put 
a price of eight dollars a share on it, and Lutts wrote him 
a check for twenty-four thousand dollars.” 

Mason said, “That left Lutts holding tlAree thousand 
shares of stock instead of the two thousand he’d had ear* 
lier in the day, and left him with eight thousand seven 
hundred and fifty dollars in clear profit.” 

Mrs. Harlan nodded. 

“Go on,” Mason said. 

She said, “Lutts was waiting for me when I came out 
of the beauty parlor.” 

“What time was tha*t?” 
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“Shortly before four o’clock.” 

"How did he know where you were?” 

“He phoned my house. When I called home for mes- 
sages, the giA who cothes in three times a week to do 
cleaning told me a Mr. Lutts had phoned about half-past 
three and told her it was very important he get in touch 
with me at once, and she told him he could reach me at 
the beauty parlor.” 

“What did he want?’' 

“Blackmail.” 

Mason’s eyes narroWed. “Go ahead, tell me all the de 
tails. Don’t hold back anything.” 

“He was clever — greedy and diabolically clever.” 

“Never mind ^11 that now. Tell me what happened.” 

"He told me to get in the car with him. He said he 
wanted to show me something. There was something in 
his manner . . . well ... I was suspicious.” 

“Go on,” Mason told her. 

“In some way, Mr. Mason, he had, found out that I was 
the person who had told you to get the stock for me.” 

“How did he find that out?” 

“I don’t know. I’ve thought and thought. I haven’t the 
faintest idea.*'But he knew.Tle was certain of his ground.” 

"Go on,” Mason said, "tell me what happened.” 

“Lutts tried ... a sort of blackmail. He had me where 
I had to ... to do what he said.” 

"Why?” 

“I didn’t dare quarrel with him, Mr. Mason. If Enny 
had found out*that I was the one who had commissioned 
you to purchase that stock, if he realized that I was trying 
to ^ake trouble for him in the business deal with Roxy 



NERVOUS ACCOMPLICE 49 

ClafBn . . . well, that would have been the last straw. 
He would have walked out on me cold. And Lutts threat- 
ened to go to Enny and tell him.” 

“Go on,” Mason said. 

*'Qf. course, George Lutts didn’t realize what I was 
trying to do. He thought that 1 had some inside*informa- 
tion. He also thought 1 was trying to throw a terrific scare 
into Roxy and make her let her holdings go cheap. Lutts 
knew Enny would never have ail interest adverse to one 
of his clients, so Lutts decided I was making a fast play 
and that I’d do almost anything to keep Enny from find- 
ing out. 

"So he told me I had to tell him, otherwise he’d go to 
Enn^. You can sec wliat a spot I was ii) and the reason 
motivating his actions If he could purchase stock at eight 
dollars a share, and 1 had inside information that made 
the stock worth over sixteen a share, he naturally wanted 
to load up with stock. But he didn’t want to sink any more 
money in unless he l^new the reason for my interest.” 

“It never occurred to him what it was?” 

"No, he just thought there was some inside informa- 
tion. He thought my motives were purely financial.” 

“So what did he do?” 

“He told me to get in the car with him. He drove up 
toward the property, trying to make me tell him what it 
was I knew, and finally, he drove all the way up to* the 
place on the hill.” 

“Parked his car?” 

She nodded. 

“You went in the house?” 

“Not then.” 
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“Who opened the door?” 

“He did. He had a key.” 

“What happened?” 

“I was in ^mething of a panic. 1 knew that once he 
went in that house and got up to the third floor, if he 
went up ‘that ba, he’d find where I’d been watching. 
Once he found that, he’d put two and two together and 
then he’d be in a position really to blackmail me.” 

“Did you try to keep him from going in?” 

“Of course I did.” 

“And it didn’t work?” 

“1 thought if 1 sat in the car and didn’t make a move 
to get out, he’d change his mind.” 

"But he didn’t;?” 

“He almost did, Mr. Mason. He sat there and talked 
for a minute or two, but he kept thinking that there was 
something in foe house which accounted for my interest 
iki foe stock. 1 saw that he was determined to go in.” 

"So he went in.” 

“Yes.” 

"And you sat in the car?” 

"Yes.” 

"Doing what?” 

“Pretending to be just as completely unconcerned as 
possible. I sat there with foe radio going, listening to 
some jazz music.” 

"AIL right, what happened?” 

“Well, after three or four or five minutes, it suddenly 
occu^ed to mte that if I went in there, I just might be 
able to distract his attention so that he wouldn’t find 
where I had fixed up foat^room u^tairs, where I did my 
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watching. You see, if he’d ever told £nny that I’d been up 
there spying . . .•well, Enny would have resented it ter- 
ribly. I just couldn’t let him find that room.” 

"So what did you do?” 

"S« I shut off the radio, jumped out of the car, ran to 
the door and called him. 1 thought 1 could cook* up sonie 
sort of a story to get him back down.” 

"You called, and what happened?” 

"He didn’t answer.” 

"So what did you do?” 

"I started up the stairs.” 

“Then what?” 

"I kept calling his name.” 

"Anyone who was in there could hear, you coming?” 

"Yes, of course.” 

"And what did you do?” 

“I got to the second floor. He wasn't there. I started up 
the .steps to the third floor, and there he was, lying head 
down svith blood coiping out of his chest and . . . oh, it 
was the most ghastly thing you've ever seen.” 

“Did you hear any shots?” 

"No." 

"How many holes in his chest?” 

“I don’t know. I didn’t look.” 

“But you know he was dead?” 

"I reached down and felt his wrist. There wasn’t *any 
pulse at all.” 

"Then what?” 

"And then I heard this person on the flObr above me.” 

"Where?" 

”Up on the third ftoor, sifbaking along on tiptoes. 
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First, I heard a board creak. Then another board creaked. 
And then I saw this gun and a hand holding it and a part 
of an arm.” 

“Man or \?oman?’* Mason asked. 

“Good heavens, Mr. Mason, don’t ask me. When 1 
heard those boards creak, my knees just turned to water, 
and when 1 saw that gun, 1 guess 1 let out the loudest 
scream I ever let out in my life and 1 went do^vn those 
stairs so fast 1 don’t think I even touched the stairs. 1 went 
out through that door — must have all but taken it oS 
the hinges.” 

“Did you scream after that?” 

“I screamed two or three times going down the hill. 
Then I saved my breath for running.” 

“No one came after you?” 

“No one. I looked back and no one was coming. Believe 
me, Mr. Mason, I sure was running.” 

“All right, then what?” 

“I ran until 1 was out of breath, and I was so frightened 
and my heart just seemed to quit beating. I had to slow 
down to get my breath, and then, as soon as I got a little 
wind, I ran some more' and . . . well. 1 just went 
plunging down the hill, until 1 hit the road near the bot- 
tom.” 

“Why didn’t you take Lutts car?” 

"He had locked the ignition and had taken the keys in 
with him when he went in. Believe me, he wasn’t taking 
any qhances on having me take his car and drive off and 
leave him out«there. He was after information. He wanted 
to know what 1 knew about that stock that he didn’t 
kQow, and minutes were*precious to him. He was plan- 
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ning on making some more stock purchases this evening 
if he could.” 

“And you don’t think he had any idea of the real reason 
you wanted to buy in?” 

“Well,” she said thoughtfully, “he didn’t when he 
started in that house. But if he got up to the top of the 
stairs and saw the way I’d cleaned up that room, with the 
newspaper on the chair and things, he mig^t have 
known.” 

“You don’t know how many shots were fired?” 

“No, that’s because I had the radio going in the car.” 

“All right, go on, what happened?” 

“Well, I thought I was going to have to hitchhike, but 
as it turned out, I didn't.” 

“How come?” 

“When 1 hit the main county highway, I was really in 
a panic. I would have gone in any direction, taking the 
first car that came along. But as it happened, I was in 
luck. A taxicab was poming toward town. Evidently, it 
had been out to the country club and was running back 
empty. I saw it coming when I was still a little way from 
the road and. I started waving. The- driver saw me and 
pulled right off to the side of the road, and ttfen he came 
down and picked me up.” 

“He could see you’d been running?” 

“I guess so. I guess I looked a mess.” 

“What did he say?” 

, “Well, of course, he ... he was curious. He wanted to 
know if I was all right, if anything had hapfiened, if any- 
one had attacked me or anything of that sort.” 

“What did you tell hi^?” 
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“1 told him everything was quite all right, that I was 
just in a hurry to catch a train.” 

“To catcli a train?” 

“Yes, 1 wanted him to take me to the depot. I felt that 
if Jie took me there, I could pick up another cab &om the 
depot and — 

‘Tou didn’t have any baggage?” 

"No, 1 told him my husband had gone on aliead with 
the baggage and I w&s supposed to have joined him, 
but I’d been detained.” 

“Did he ask you anything other than that?” 

“He tried to get me into a conversation, but I clammed 
up on him and became dignified. I’ll say one thing, he 
sure made a fas( tun, getting me to the depot.” 

“In other words, you think you convinced him?” 

“I think I did. He asked me a few questions at first, and 
then he seemed to take my story for gpranted.” 

Mason said,* “Good Lord, why didn’t you notify the 
police?” 

“I was afraid to. My story would have sounded crazy, 
and the minute 1 told it, Enny would have found out 
everything. I’ve invested thirty-two thousand seven hun- 
dred and fifty dollars in trying to save my marriage, and 
I’m not going to back out now.” 

“Now, wait a. minute,” Mason said. “Let’s get some- 
thlhg straight.” 

“What?” 

“You invested thirty-two thousand seven hundred and 
fif^ dollars ki trying to save your marriage,” Mason told 
her. “That was this morning. A lot of things have hap-, 
pened since then.” 



NERVOUS ACCOMPLICE 


55 


“I’m still fighting to save my marriage.” 

“You may be fighting to save your life,” Mason 
warned. “You’ve bCen mixed up in a murder. You told 
me a story that isn’t going to sound very convincing to 
the police.” 

“Dbn’t you believe me?” 

“I’m inclined to believe you,” Mason said, “because you 
came to me earlier in the day, and 1 think 1 understand 
something of the impulsive nature of your char- 
acter. You’re a daring gambler. Vou’Il hatch out some 
original scheme and then put a stack of blue chips right 
oh the line, backing up that scheme. By the same token, 
you’d gamble your life and your liberty trying to save 
your marriage.” 

“Without ray husband,” she admitted^ “life wouldn’t 
be worth living. I love him — too much.” 

Mason regarded her thoughtfully. “As an attorney, 
there’s only one piece of advice I can give you,” 

“What’s that?” 

“Let me pick up the phone and report what you have 
told me to the police.” 

“1 can’t, Mr. Mason.” 

“Why not?” 

“You know why. The minute Enny knew that 1 was out 
there with George Lutts, he’d know right then and there 
that I was the one who had brought you into the com- 
pany. The money that I invested, trying to save my Car- 
riage, would prove to be the thing that hopelessly wrecked 
it.” 

*Tm still advising you that, under the lOut, you have to 
report this to the polieg.” 
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“Suppose I don’t do it. Are you going to betray me?” 

Mason said, “I'm your lawyer.” 

“How abqut Miss Street?” Sybil Harlan asked, looking 
at Della Street with hard, appraising eyes. 

“She’s my' secretary,” Mason said. “Anything she learns 
in the course o£ the business is a privileged communica- 
tion. You can count on her.” 

"Fair enough,” she said. 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“If I’ve made a gamble, I won’t whimper if I lose. You 
don’t need to worry about that, Mr. Mason. I’ll take my 
medicine. I’ll mardi into that gas chamber with a smile 
on my lips and a song in my heart. If I can’t have my hus- 
band, if I can't salvage my marriage, I don’t want to live.” 

Mason frowned- “That’s what frightens me about you. 
You play a peculiar game all your o\m, and when you bet, 
you don’t have any limit.” 

“If I’m going to bet, I may as well bet every chip in 
my stadk.” 

“Well, you’ve done it now,” he told her. “Are you go- 
ing to notify the police?” 

'‘No.” 

Mason said, “Technically, I should.” 

“Never mind the technical end of it. Let’s be practical. 
Are you going to?” 

“Probably not,” Mason told her, “if you tell me not to; 
but 1 still think it would be better to do it that way.” 

“Wiry?” 

“Bqpause they may find that you were up there with 
Lutts, and if yau don’t notify the police — ” 

“Isii’t it too late now to notify the police?” 
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“It’s pretty late, all right," Mason admitted. 

She pressed her advantage. “Look at it from the stand- 
point of the poli& — ^and the newspapers. I go up there 
with Lutts. He’s trying to blackipail me. St^mething hap- 
pens and he’s killed by a gunshot wound. I run away. I 
donK try to call the police. I take a cab. I go to the Uifion 
Station, so the cab driver can’t trace me. Then'I consult 
my lawyer. The lawyer tells me I should call the police. 
When you put those &cts together, what does it mean?’’ 

"It means you’ll be the number one suspect.” 

“All right,” she said. “Then there’s nothing to do now, 
except try to cover up. Besides no one can ever prove I 
was out there with Lutts.” 

k^ason regarded her thoughtfully. “Where’s that gun 
you had?” 

“In the glove compartment of my car.” 

“You had it in your purse.” 

“I know, but I put it back in the glove compartment 
of the car when I went to the beauty shop.” 

“It’s there now?” 

“Heavens, I hope so. I locked the glove compartment 
and put the car in the parking lot. Of course, I suppose 
sometimes thieves do get at locked glove compartments.” 

Mason pursed his lips in thought. 

“So, Mr. Attorney,” she said, “I’m-in your hands. What 
do we do now?” 

“First, we’ll go look at that gun in the glove compart- 
ment of your car.” 

“And then?” 

Mason said, “Wait a minute.” He stood*by the de^k, his 
eyes narrowed. 



5^ THE CASE OF THE 

She Started to say something, and Mason impatiently 
motioned her to silence. 

"The cab ‘driver noticed you particularly?’' Mason 
asked. , 

"I feel certain he did.” 

**You had on that white outfit?” 

"Yes. Twas dressed just the way 1 am now.” 

Mason said, "That’s a hell of a way to be walking along 
a road that far out in the country.” 

"I know.” 

"The cab driver will remember you.” 

"Of course.” 

“What kind of a cab was it?” 

"The Red line.” 

“You don’t know the number?” 

"Heavens, no.” 

“^‘And you stayed with that same cab until you got to the 
Union Station?” 

“Yes.” 

Mason shrugged his shoulders. “Well, there’s nothing 
we can — wait a minute. What happened when you paid 
the meter?” 

“The meter was two dollars and ninety-five cents. I gave 
him three and a half.” 

"He rang up the meter?” 

*Tes.” 

"A slip of paper came out?” 

"Oh, yes, that’s right. The receipt.” 

"And I suppose you threw that away?” Mason asked. 

"No. I have it.” 

Mason said, "That’s fine. Let me take a look at it.” 
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“What docs it show?” 

“It shows the number of the cab, it shows the number 
of the trip, and tRe amount that was paid,” Mason said, 
unfolding the crumpled piece of gaper. 

Abruptly, he put the paper in his wallet, turned to 
Delis Street and said, “Della, get Paul Drake busy. The 
cab number is seven-sixty-one. It’s a Red Line cab. Find 
out where that cab is now. Have Drake put a man in a 
car and trail that cab. I want to know where it is every 
minute of the day and night until that driver goes oS 
duty.” 

“I don’t see what good that’s going to do,” Mrs. Harlan 
said. “What are you trying to accomplish, Mr. Mason?” 

Mason brushed tlie question aside, said to Mrs. Harlan, 
“Let’s go. You wait here, Delia.” 

Della Street nodded. “I’ll get your hat. Chief.” 

She walked to the closet, handed him his hat. “Be sitre 
about the paper in tlie band,” she said. “That’s the hat 
which was too tight, you know.” 

Mason looked at her, nodded absently, his mind on the 
problem befoic him. 

“The band,” Della Street said. 

Mason ran his hngeis around the hat band, found the 
note Della Street had placed there. “Yes, yes. Thank you, 
Della.” 

Mason held the hat in his hand, pressing the note 
against the interior of the crown. In the elevator he tiad a 
chance to read the note; 

Chief, those aren’t the same shoes and storings she ^as 

wearing this morning. Watch out. 
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Mason crumpled the note in his pocket, escorted his 
client from the elevator. 

He picked'up his car at the parking tot "Tell me which 
way to go.” 

"Straight out Seventh Street, then turn left and go two 
blocks.” 

"Your car’s in a parking lot out there?” 

*Tes.” 

"You have the ticket?” 

"Yes.” 

Mason said, "I'm going to drive you on by the en- 
trance to the parking lot. I’ll stop. You walk back, get the 
car, drive around the block and meet me.” 

"Anything else?” 

"Follow me,”»Mason said, "until I find a place where 
we can both pull in to the curb and— Let me see your 
bag." 

She opened her bag. 

Mason found a place by a fireplug and pulled m to the 
curb. He looked throu^ the contents of the opened 
handbag. 

"You don’t believe me, do’^ou, Mr. Mason?” 

"I’m making sure,” Mason said. "Now, look. You won’t 
like this, buf you’ve got to give me some assurance against 
a double cross.” 

“How?” 

"1 have to make certain you haven’t got a gun,” Mason 
told her. "I’m not going to let you get in the car, pull a 
gun out of your clothes somewhere, put it in the g^ove 
compartment, nnd then— ’ 
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"But you can go in there with me, i£ you don’t trust 
me. 

"We can’t afford to do that, neither o£ us. Later on, 
someone will recall seeing me t]|^ere with ^ou. I’m not 
entirely unknown, you know. My picture gets in the paper 
a lot.^he parking attendant may recognize me.” 

"How much of a search would you have to malSe?" 

“Just enough to find out that you haven’t got a gun on 
you.” 

She clenched her fists. "Go ahead.” 

Mason felt along the lines of her rigid body. 

"Satisfied?” 

Mason nodded. 

telling you the truth. I wouldn't lie to my law- 
yer.” 

“It’s a hell o£ a story,” Mason said, and eased the car 
away from the curb. 

They drove in silence until Mason came to the parking 
lot. 

"This is it.” 

Mason said, “I’ll run down here a half a block and let 
you out. You walk back. I’ll double-park if I can get away 
with it. There doesn’t seem to be any place where I can 
park here. Get your car, diive out and follow nfe.” 

She nodded. 

Mason slid the car to a stop. She jerked open the door 
and jumped out. Mason sat there waiting, watching in the 
rearview mirror. 

A car some thirty yards ahead pulled out from its^place 
at the curb, and Mason moved on, makidg an awl^ward 
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attempt to park his car. In that way he was able to keep 
it pointed out in traffic, yet couldn’t have been ticketed 
for double-pafk'king. 

Sybil Harlan drove her car out of the parking lot, came 
spading down the street. 

Mason gunned his car out into traffic, waved her a sig- 
nal, then slowed, drove down the boulevard, turned to 
the right on a cross-street, then finally found a plate 
where there was room for two cars. 

Mason pulled his car'to a stop, and Sybil pulled in be- 
hind him. The lawyer got out of his car and walked back 
to her car. 

"Mr. Mason, look," she said, indicating the door of the 
glove compartment. 

The door was warped back. The catch on the lock had 
been brpken out of its seat. 

Mason’s voice was hard. ‘Tm looking.” 

"Someone broke in here." 

“I see,” the lawyer said coldly. "I suppose the only 
thing missing is the gun?” 

She nodded. "It must have happened just minutes ago. 
It must have been the police.” 

Mason’s voice was level. “You didn’t say anything to 
the parking attendant?” 

“Heavens no.” 

"Where did you get the screw driver?” 

"What screw driver?” 

"The one you used to pry op>en the door?” 

‘*I didn’t do it, Mr. Mason. Honestly, 1 didn’t do it. 
Lool^ if I’d ddbe it I’d have the gun, wouldn’t I? Or I’d 
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. . . well, anyway, I’d have the screw driver. Search me. 
Go ahead, search me.” 

Mason shook faSs head. “The time’s past for that. You’re 
a client. I’m your lawyer. If you want t(\ lie to me, go • 
ahead. I can tell you one thing, lyh^ to your lawyer or 
your doctor is an expensive and sometimes a fatal *pas- ‘ 
time." 

There were tears in her eyes. "Mr. Mason, what can I 
do to convince you of my good £|ith?” 

“Nothing, now.” 

“You’ve closed your mind against me, haven’t you?” 

"No. You’re my client. I’m going to see that your rights 
are protected. I’m going to see that any evidence pre* 
sen^d against you is the truth. I’m going to cross* 
examine any wimess who takes the A:and and testifies 
against you.” 

"You don’t believe me, but you’ll represent me?*f 

“I’m keeping my opinions in abeyance. I’m going to do 
what I can. Did you kill Lutts?” 

“No.” 

“All right. I want you to do exactly as I say. Do you 
have some woman whom you can trust?” 

“You mean to tell what happened?” 

“No, no,” Mason said impatiently. “I mean trust, with 
ordinary confidence. Someone who’s levelheaded, calm, 
and sufficiently prominent to — 

“Yes, there’s Ruth Marvel.” 

“Who is she?” 

“She’s the president of our Current Topics CluBI She’s 
remarka])ly well informed.” 
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“And a good friend?” 

“A very good frien^.” 

Mason said, “JDo exactly as I tell yob. Take your car, 
drive home, g(> in and cljange your clothes, put on an en- 
tirely different type of outfit — get something dark and 
somher. Then ask Ruth Marvel if she’ll go out to look over 
some property with you, some property that you intend 
to buy. Tell her that it’s very important, that you’d like to 
have her opinion on it, but don’t tell her where the prop- 
erty is.” 

Sybil Harlan nodded. 

“Tell her that you’ll be by for her,” Mason said. “Then 
grab the paper and open it to property that’s listed 
for sale in the classified ads. Find a place that’s not tOQ fiir 
away but a place diat’s on the outskirts somewhere.” 

• Again Mrs. Harlan nodded. 

*Are you getting this?” Mason asked. 

“Yes, it’s simple.” 

“It’s simple,” Mason said, “but it’s tricky as hell. You 
have to do exactly what I tell you to ck).” 

“All right. I get Ruth Marvel. I get her to go with me. 
I get the listings of property that’s not too far out.” 

“That’s Tiglj^t. Now then, we come to the tripky part. 
After you have Ruth Marvel ready to go with you, you 
get in your car and start out. Then you tell your friend 
that (he trouble with looking at property in your own 
machine Is'that there’s always somebody to take down the 
license number — they trace the number, find out who 
owns fhe automobile, and then you’re pestered to death 
Ivith jpeal estat^ salesmen trying to interest you in that 
property or selling you sonysthing else. You always prefer 
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Starting out in your car but take a taxi for the last part oi 
the trip. Do you understand?” 

Mrs. Harlan nddded. 

“So,” Mason said, “you then remember something you . 
have to telephone about. You get out of your car at a tele- 
phone booth. You telephone the Drake Detective Agdhcy. < 
Here’s the number. I’ve written it on one of* my cards. 
You ask for Paul Drake. You tell him who you are. Now 
then, Paul Drake will tell you tyhere to drive. You drive 
to this address, stop at the first available parking space, 
park your car and get out. 

“Within a few minutes a taxicab will come along. Now, 
be sure it’s a Red Line taxicab. Try not to pay too much 
atteption to it, and don’t be too conspicuous. You settle 
back in the car and tell the driver to drive on down the 
street, that you want to look at several pieces of property. 
Tell your friend that you have suddenly discovered you’re 
short of money but that if she’ll pay for the cab and save 
the receipt, you’ll give her the money later. Tell her to 
be sure to save the teceipt so that you can have a proper 
voucher for your income tax deduction.” 

“Mr. Mason, this is all terribly complicated and — ” 

“Shut up,” Mason said. “Listen. We havep’t much time. 
Do exactly as I tell you. Have the cab drive*around sev- 
eral streets while you look at different houses. When the 
meter registers a dollar and sixty-five cents, have hin^ turn 
around and drive back in the direction of the place where 
you have parked your car. Under no circumstances are you 
to say anything more than tlie bare necessities to tfie taxi 
driver. Be sure and get Ruth to pay off tlid cab. Encourage 
her to talk with the cab driv^ as much as possible, and 
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when the meter reaches two dollars and ninety-five cents, 
apparently come to the last place you were looking for. 
Stop the driver and have Ruth pay off fhe cab. Tell Ruth 
to give him tjiree dollaifs and a half, and you’ll pay her 
later. Do you understand all that?’’ 

"1 understand it, Mr. Mason. But it seems to me we’re 
wasting a ’lot of valuable time, and I don’t see why — ” 

"If you understand what you’re to do,’’ Mason inter- 
rupted, "you’re wasting time talking about it. Just be sure 
you understand exactly what you’re to do.’’ 

She took the card Mason had given her with Paul 
Drake’s number. “Very well,’’ she said dubiously, “I’ll do 
it and — ^’’ 

“Now don’t misunderstand me,’’ Mason said. "You^ life 
may depend on itt You do exactly as I have told you. Fol- 
low instructions to the letter. You understand?’’ 

*‘I understand, but there’s no need to do that with 
Ruth. I can tell her exactly what I’m trying to do, and — 
"Don’t do it,’*” Mason warned. “Do exactly as I’ve told 
you. You may be able to get a lucky ^)reak — and you may 
not.’’ 
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Mason unlocked the exit door of his PRfvATE of- 
fice. 

Della Street looked up from the evening newspaper. 
"How goes it?" she asked. 

“We’ve got work to do, Della. Thanks for the note." 

“Chief, did you notice her shoes and stockings?” 

“I didn’t see any difference, Della. They looked just the 
sam^ to me." 

“Well, they aren’t tl»e same. The other shoes, the ones 
she wore this morning, were open-toed and had a small 
design in red leather at the instep. The shoes she had 5n 
this afternoon were solid white sport shoes, with no de- 
sign in color and no open toes." 

“What about the ^stockings?” Mason asked. 

“Well, Chief, this morning when she was in I took par- 
ticular notice o£ the way she was dressed — you know how 
we women are about such matters — and I was impressed 
by the way she had matched every piece of herbuter cloth- 
ing. Her white shoes with just enough red trim to match 
the off-white jacket with red trihi, tlie white bag and white 
pleated skirt. But I especially took note of her stockings. 
They were a very soft flesh shade, so that they blended in 
yrith the white skirt and shoes and yet did not make her 
legs app>ear too pale, and they were seaiflless. Tha^ was 
important with that outiit. 
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“But this afternoon when she was in, she wore hose 
that were on the beige side — and they had seams.*’ 

“Well, of course, she could have chahged them,” Mason 
said. 

“When? Didn’t she take you up there to the house and 
then go directly to the beauty shop?” 

“I thiftk that was her plan. 1 didn’t cross-examine her 
to find out if she’d changed her plans.” 

“Why?” 

“Because,” Mason said, grinning, “I thought it would 
be better not to know the answers. Thanks for the 
tip, Della, but after all,' she’s our client. We’re represent- 
ing her. We take her story at face value.” 

“What do we do now?” 

■"We go down'to Paul Drake’s office. He’s probably got 
that taxi located by this time, and Mrs. Harlan is going to 
cSll his number as soon as she gets a friend of hers lo- 
cated.” ■ 

“Was her gufi in the car?” Della Street asked. 

Mason’s face was wooden. “Someone had broken into 
the glove compartment. The gun was missing. Let’s go.” 

Mason held the door open for her, and they walked 
down the corridor to Paul Drake’s office. 

The girl at the switchboard looked up, recognized 
Mason, nodded and pointed to the wooden gate which 
barred a long passageway, on each side of which were 
numerous small offices. 

Mason worked the hidden catch on the gate, opened 
it fof Della Street, and they walked down to Paul Drake’s 
offic^. 
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Drake looked up as they entered, nodded, and then 
devoted his attention to earphones which were clamped 
over his head. 

Mason raised his eyebrows in silent inteijogation, and 
Drake threw a switch which put the sound on a loud- 
speaker. 

Mason heard the voice of a taxicab dispatcher droning 
off directions. "Cab three-twenty-eight to the Brown 
Derby in Hollywood, a Mr. Cul^r. . . . Come in, two- 
fourteen . . . come in, two-fourteen. ..." A man’s gruff 
voice said, “Cab two-fourteen on a call to eighty-one hun- 
dred block on South Figueroa . . 

Drake switched off the loud-speaker, took one of the 
headphones from his ear, said, "Hi, Perry. How are you, 
Della? Just a monitoring chore." 

“Keeping track of seven-sixty-one?” Mason asked. 

"That’s right. I’m on the frequency of the Red Line dis- 
patching office." 

Mason said, "Gosh, Paul, I hadn’t thought of tuning in 
on their wave lengtlP so as to keep track of their cabs. I 
thought you’d have to put out operatives. Where did you 
get tliat gadget?” 

"Oh, we keep them around,” Drake said. "Occasionally, 
it’s a good thing to monitor police calls, fin<f out about 
taxicabs, and so forth. It saves us a lot of leg work, and 
sometimes the cab companies don’t want to give out,that 
information." 

“Heard anything from Mrs. Harlan?” Mason asked. 

. Drake shook his head, then said, "Wait a minute. Here’s 
cab seven-sixty-one now.” 
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Drake made a note on a pad of paper and said, “He's 
out in Beverly Hills, coming in on Sunset toward Holly- 
wood, running'empty, has completed a'call." 

Mason saic}. “Hang it! I wish we’d hear from that Har- 
lan woman, but after all, she had a few things to uke care 
of.** 

“What^’s the idea?” Drake asked. 

Mason said, “You should know me better than 'that, 
Paul. I just want to keep a taxicab located, that’s all.” 

“Witness?” Drake asked. 

Mason grinned, winked at Della Street and said, “Wit- 
ness.” 

They waited for an impatient twenty minutes, ttien the 
phone rang. Paul Drake answered the phone, said,, “Yes 
. . . oh yes . . ."Mrs. Harlan.” 

Mason reached for the phone. “I’ll take it, Paul. 
Where’s cab seven-sixty-one?” 

Drake said, “The last reports we had he’d picked up a 
fare and — wait* a minute, here’s something coming in 
now.” 

“You ready, Mrs. Harlan?” Mason asked on the line. 

“All ready.” 

“You have^Ruth Marvel with you?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good girl,” Mason sa^d approvingly. “Hold on for a 
minpte.” 

Drake said, “Cab sevdi-sixty-one has picked up a fare 
in Hollywood and is going out to the end of North La 
Brea* There’s a movie actress has a swank place out there, 
and ^e has a ckll to her house.” 
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“This is made to order, Mrs. Harlan,” Mason said. “Go 
out almost to the end o£ North La Brea, park your car 
and wait. The R^d Line cab will be cruising back toward 
town, looking for fares. Be sure 310U get out;past the point 
where Franklin Street runs into La Brea. And be sure 
you tSfke the Red Line cab going south. I’ll wait here ifntil 
you phone me. Now 'make it fast. You can just about 
make connections with the cab. If I don’t hear from you 
in fifteen minutes, I’ll assume tjiat you have made con- 
nections. If you haven’t, call me back in fifteen minutes. 
Is that clear?” 

“That’s clear.” 

“Get going,” Mason said. 

“^’m going,” she said, and he heard the click of the tele- 
phone. 

Mason dropped into one of Drake’s chairs, said, “Why 
don’t you get some decent chairs here, Paul?” 

“I can’t afford it,” Drake told him, grinning. 

“I pay you enough so you could have — 

“It isn’t tliat,” Drake interrupted. "I can’t afford to 
have my clients telax the way you do. I want to keep them 
on the edge of the chair. Still want me to monitor seven- 
sixty-one?” 

“Yes,” Mason said. "I’d like to sec if he makes a pickup 
coming back from his run.” 

Mason lit a cigarette, picked up one of the late ^ssues 
of the Journal of Criminal Law, Criminology, and Police 
Science, and became immersed in the section dealing with 
criminal law, case notes and comments. 

Della Street sat quietly, waiting, knehving thal^ this 
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period of suspense would start Mason pacing the floor un- 
less* his mind was kept occupied. She raised her forefinger 
to her lips in a signal to Paul Drake. 

Drake no^dpd to show«that he understood. 

^The office became silent, Drake holding the earphones, 
froih time to time making notes. Mason completely ab- 
sorbed in 'his reading, Della Street occasionally exchang- 
ing signals with Drake. 

Drake, at length, looj^ed up at Della Street, nodded, 
held thumb and forefinger together in a circle. 

Della Street started to say somethfng, then changed her 
mind and waited until ^ason had finished reading the 
journal and tossed it to one side. 

"Any news, Paul?” 

"Cab seven-sixty-one repiorts that it picked up a fare 
on North La Brea and is on a trip to look at some property 
thit’s for sale in the southwestern part of the city.” 

Mason grinned at Della Street. "Okay, Della, let’s go 
badk to our office and wait this one out then I’ll buy you 
a dinner.” 

"How about me?” Drake asked. 

"What about you?” 

"Dinner?” , 

“Oh, sure,” Mason said. “Good Lord, Paul, I wouldn’t 
Vrant you to sit here and work without dinner." 

Di|ike took off The headphones, clicked the switch, 
stretched and yawned. “A good steak and French-fried 
potatoes will go good after all the — ” 

"Itll be g job getting it sent up,” Mason interrupted. 

"N^w, wait t minute,” Drake protested. "You mean I 
can have dinner but I can’t go out?” 
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"Sure/' Mason said. "Get anything you vrant sent up, 
but stick around on the end of that telephone for a while. 
Things are going 1;o happen." 

Drake sighed. "1 should have known it. k’ve ruined my. 
stomach earning per .diems and eating hamburgers, while 
you Ifnd Della are collecting big fees and reveling^ in 
juicy steaks.” 

"Just one of the inequities of the world,” Mason as- 
sured him, grinning. "Want me tp order a couple of ham- 
burgers for you, Paul? How do you want them — ^with 
relish and chopped onion or — 7 * 

"Go to hell,” Drake said. 

Mason grinned at him, motioned to Della, and they 
walked out. 

"Can you,” Della Street asked, "tell me what you’re 
up to?” 

Mason shook his head. "Better not. See if you can get 
Herbert Doxey on the telephone, Della.” 

Della Street walked rapidly down the corridor, fitted 
her latchkey to die dock of the door to Mason’s private 
office. They entered and Della Street ran through the tele- 
phone directory, jotted down a number. 

“Got it?” Mason asked. 

"I think so.” 

Della Street dialed the number, then after a moment 
said, "Mr, Doxey . . . ? Just a moment. Mr. Mason wants 
to talk with you.” 

She nodded, and Mason picked up his own telephone, 
said, "Mr. Doxey, Perry Mason talking. I would like to 
know a little more about die holdings of the Sylvan Glade 
Development Company. Can ^ou tell me just how Aiany 
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acres are in the property, how much o‘£ it is level property, 
how much of it is on the hill, and whether there has been 
a survey to determine the exact boundary on the north?” 

Doxey cleaj^ed his thijoat importantly. "I have all that 
information in the form of an estimate by contractors 
as ft> the cost of leveling and hauling. You see, Mr. Mason, 
at the time we started it hadn’t occurred to us that it 
would be possible to sell the dirt for the freeway fill. 
So we had bids as to the^estimated amount of yardage and 
the cost of moving. There was a survey of the northern 
boundary, but the stakes aren’t there any more.” 

"Where are they?” 

"Some of them went down with that slide which fol- 
lowed the rain and some of them caved in when the con- 

I 

tractor was taking’out dirt on the Claffin property.” 

"I see,” Mason said. "In other words, they deliberately 
erfcavated some of our property?” 

"Not exactly, , but they excavated close enough to it so 
that there was a cave-in.” 

Mason said, "I would like to see Mr. Lutts at the earli- 
est possible moment.” 

"You and about ten other people,” Doxey said. 

"How’s that?” Mason asked. 

Doxey laughed. "Your little stock transaction set off a 
chain reaction. Everybody wants to know how much you 
paid^ for that stock, and somehow there seems to be a ru- 
mor that my father-in-law is in the market for a lot more 
stock in the company.” 

‘"IV) take the place of the holdings which he sold me?” 
Mason asked. * 

Dmey said, "He doesn’t confide in me. I was merely 
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giving you the rumor which has resulted in a whole flock 
of phone calls. I’ve been trying to find him myself.” 

“If he should d)me in,” Mason said, “tell him that 
I’m looking for him.” 

“Thank you,” Doxey said. “I will. tJan you leave a num' 
ber wHfere he can call you?” 

“Have him call me at my office.” 

“Won’t your switchboard be disconnected?” 

“hlo, I’m connecting the main, trunk line through to 
my private office.” 

“Very well, IT have him call.” 

“As soon as he comes in,” Mason said. 

Doxey said dubiously, “Well, there are quite a few 
other, messages, Mr. Mason. It seems as though everyone 
wants him to call the minute he comes tn. However, I’ll 
see that he gets your message.” 

“Thank you,” Mason said. “Tell him that it’s im- 
portant.” 

Mason hung up, said to Della Street, “The board is con- 
nected so that incoming calls will be received in here, 
Della?” 

She nodded. 

After a ■wffiile, Della Street said, “Chief, a^e you in the 
clear, protecting Mrs. Harlan on this thing?” 

“I don’t know. Of course, I only know what my client 
told me, and that’s a sacred confidence.” 

“What about the canons of etliics?” 

“The first duty of a lawyer is to protect his client. You 
have to understand the relative values, Della. 

“Take, for instance, the case of a doctilr speeding to 
the bedside of a patient who is critically ill. He’s probably 
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violating a whole assortment of traffic laws, but the emer- 
gency makes it advisable to do so. He has to use his own 
judgment.” 

Della Streft shook htn: head. ”£very time I argue with 
you, I get the worst of it. And yet — ” 

*The telephone rang. Della Street picked up the receiver, 
said, "Perry Mason’s office. . . . Yes, he is, Mrs. Harlan. 
I’ll put him on.” 

She nodded to Masqp and he picked up the telephone 
on his desk, while Della Street continued to listen in on 
her telephone. 

”lt’s all right, Mr. Mason. I’m back home.” 

"It’s all right to talk?” 

“Yes.” 

"You recogni^d the cab driver?” 

"Yes, of course.” 

"It’s the same one?” 

"Yes.” 

“No question about it?” 

"No, none whatever.” 

"He didn’t recognize you?” 

"He didn’t pay the slightest attention to me, Mr. 
Mason. 1 ha|l Ruth flag him down. After we got in the 
cab I toldihim where I wanted him to go, but I was seated 
in such a position that I was directly behind his back. 
He, turned around and saw Ruth, but I don’t think he 
even gave me a good look — and, of course, I was dressed 
differently.” 

"You have the taxicab receipt, showing a meter read- 
ing of two dollars and ninety-five cents?” 

•'Yes.” 
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“That's fine/’ Mason said. “Leave that receipt in your 
purse.” 

“And what do I db now?” 

“Now, you simply relax and £prget everything — ^pro- 
vided you’ve been telling me the truth and you didn’t pull 
any triggers." 

“I have been telling you the truth, Mr. Mason. 

“All right, fine. Go ahead and enjoy your fifth wedding 
anniversary." 

“You can’t enjoy a wedding anniversary without a hus- 
band.” 

“You expect him home, don’t you?" 

“I expect him home, yes. I’m all jittery, I’m so nervous 
I don’j; feel that I can — 

“Do what I told you to do,” Mason said. “Forget every- 
thing. This is a crucial period as far as your marriage is 
concerned. You’ve sacrificed a lot in order to get this op^ 
portunity. Now, go ahead and capitalize on it." 

“I’ll . . . ni do ray best.” 

“And that," Mason told her, “should be pretty good." 

“Make no mistake about it, Mr. Mason, it’s going to be 
damn good,” she said and hung up. 
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Mason looked at his watch. It was several minutes 
since Mrs. Harlan had called. "1 thought we’d hear from 
Doxey before this. He, should be getting worried. I’d like 
to get some action before dark. 1 hate to do this to you, 
Della, but you’re going to have a late dinner. Get Doxey 
again, will you please?” 

Della nodded, put through the call, and said, "Just a 
moment, Mr. Doxey. Mr. Mason again.” 

Mason said, 'IHello, Doxey. I’m just leaving the office. 
Any word from your father-iit-law?” 

“No,” Doxey said. "I’m worried. We dine at seven 
o’clock every night. It’s a schedule that is like clockwork, 
and Daddy Lutts doesn’t let anything interfere with din- 
ner. Once or twice, when he has been in the middle of a 
big business deal that he couldn’t conclude he’s tele- 
phoned to let us know that he couldn’t be here. But to- 
night we hi^en’t heard a word. He’s nearly an hour late, 
now. We went ahead and had dinner.” 

“Oh, well, he’ll probably show up all right. I’m — ” 

“But there’s something wrong, Mr. Mason. He’s been 
in an automobile accident or something. He would have 
shown up or telephoned. He’s a stickler for dinner. He 
waftts it on the table tight on the dot — that’s been one of 
th^ things that has bothered us in connection with our 
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housekeeping help. He doesn’t realize that some o£ these 
things can create rather difficult problems.” 

“Well,” Mason 5aid, “it’ll probably turn out all right. 
I wanted to get him to take me ouj: to show tpe the actual 
location of that north boundary line On the ground. He 
promised me he’d co-operate in every way he could.* I 
wanted to get out there before dark.” 

“Yes, I’m certain he’ll help you all he can. He appre- 
ciated the fact that you didn’t do, any haggling and that 
you were most considerate in your dealings with him.” 

Mason said, “I'm very much interested in this thing. 
I’m going to need certain information tonight. Would it 
be possible for you to go out there and show me the lo- 
catioi) of tliat line? Even with daylight saving time, we 
haven’t very many minutes of dayl^ht left.” 

“Well . , . you know where the property is, of course.” 

“I’ve been there.” 

“Well, the line is just to the north of the building. You 
can see one of the stakes and — 

“I’d like very much to have you show me. It wouldn’t 
take long. I could drive by and pick you up.” 

“Very well,” Doxey said. “It isn’t a long drive from 
here. We could get there in alwut seven minutes from my 
house. Do you know where I live?” 

“I have the address from the phone book,” Mason said. 

“Well, that’s right. Just drive up and tap on your htjm. 
I’ll be right out. My wife is a little worried.” 

“Try odling the police and the hospitals. If he's been 
in an accident, there’ll be a record of it.” 

“I’ve thought of that. I don’t like to da it, however. 
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because it will wony my wife when she hears me placing 
the calls.’* 

”He might be at the office and jusf not answering the 
phone.” 

"No, I’ve been up to the office. He isn’t there.’’ 

•"Well, don’t worry about it,” Mason told him. “He’ll 
show up all right. I’ll be out in about . . . well, it’ll take 
me about fifteen minutes from here. 1 guess.” 

"I’ll be looking for you,” Doxey said. 

Mason hung up the telephone and said to Della Street, 
"Okay, Della, you’ll have to wait, and — ” 

"I’m going with you. You can’t shake me that easily. 
You’ll need me to take notes.” 

Mason shook his head. 

"Yes, Chief, pfease. You’ll need someone to — ” 

"You know what’s going to happen,” Mason said. 

“I won’t give the show away.” 

"All right,” Mason conceded. "Bring along a notebook 
ahd some pencils. Sit in the back seat and keep notes on 
any conversation. Let’s go.” 

They drove out to Doxeyls house, which they found 
without difficulty. It was a large white stucco, red-tile 
roofed hous^, a traditional California type of Spanish 
architecture. There were two palm trees in front of the 
doorway to the porch, a wide cement walk crossed a vel- 
vety, grassy lawn to the sidewalk. Mason tapped the horn 
button twice, and almost instantly the door opened and 
Herbert Doxey started out, turned, said something over 
his •shoulder, closed the door and came running down 
the walk. 

’^Heard from‘Lutts?” Mason asked. 
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“Not a word. We’re really becoming quite apprehen- 
sive about him.” 

Mason introducAi Doxey to Della Street 

“Don’t you want to ride up in front?’’ poxey asked. 
“I’d juft as soon — ” 

“No, she’s fine,” Mason said. "I'd like to talk with you. 
Sit up here and tell me something about the affairs of the 
company.” 

“I’m afraid there’s not very niiv:h I can tell you, Mr. 
Mason,” Doxey said, getting into the front seat “I think 
you’re fully conversant with the plans of the company, 
that is, the plans the company did have before this after- 
noon’s meeting.” 

“Aqd now what’s happened?” Mason asked. 

“Well,” Doxey said, laughing, “thert?s been a sharp 
division of opinion. You’ll appreciate my position. As an 
officer of the company I want to give you all the informa- 
tion you want, but I have to remain neutral.” 

“I understand,” Mason told him, “and 1 appreciate 
your courtesy. You mentioned a divided opinion. Just how 
is the opinion divided?” 

"Well, Mr. Mason, a peculiar situation has developed. 
I ... 1 don’t feel that I can tell you any piorc until 1 
talk with Daddy Lutts.” 

"What’s the book value of the stock?” Mason asked. 

“I — Well, there again it’s a matter of opinion.” 

“What’s the book value per share with reference to the 
money the company has invested?” 

"Oh, that’s quite low, Mr. Mason. Undoubtedly, "rkry, 
very much below the market price. You see# the company 
*made a rather speculative buv. and circumstances h<ive 
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developed that have made the original value important 
only from a bookkeeping standpoint." 

"I see,” Mason said dryly, then hsked, "any recent 
transfers of ^tock?” 

"Well, I — Your transfer was recent.” 

"Been any since then?” Mason asked. 

Doxey hesitated. 

"After all,” Mason told him, "there’s no use being 
mysterious with me. 1,’m a stockholder in the company. 
I’m entitled to information.” 

"Some sales were made late this afternoon,” Doxey said 
noncommittally. 

"Who sold?” 

"Some of the others on the board of directors ” 

"Who bought! ” 

"I . . . I . . . know certain things in confidence, Mr. 
Mason. I — ” 

"You’ll leari> them officially as soon as the shares are 
surrendered for transfer?” 

"Yes, I suppose so.” 

"Have they been surrendered for transfer?” 

"To what shares are you referring, Mr. Mason?” 

Mason saijl, ‘Tip referring to any shares that were sold 
this afternoon. Now don’t get so damned technical; if 
you’re going to get along with me, don’t start by trying 
to }told out information.” 

"There are others to get along with,” Doxey said. “I’m 
in the position of being between two fires.” 

“Where’s the other fire?” 

"I think you can figure that out, Mr. Mason.” 

All right,” Mason said, "let’s get down to brass tacks.* 
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How many transfers of stock have you entered tliis after* 
noon, after the transfer of my shares this morning?” 

“One,” Doxey saM. 

"Who to?” 

"Dad^y Liitts bought some shares.” 

“Who sold?” 

“Regerson B. Neffs.” 

“How many shares of stock?” 

“The certificates that I entered foj: transfer on the books 
of the corporation amounted to three thousand shares of 
stock.” 

“What did Lutts pay for them?” Mason asked. 

“The consideration didn’t show on the transfers. It 
was a private matter.” 

"Neffs is sort of a stuffed shirt, isn’t he?” Mason asked. 

“I’m sorry,” Doxey said, laughing, “but the corporation 
doesn’t pay me to discuss members of the board with the' 
stockholders.” 

Mason glanced sidelong at Doxey. They were silent for 
a while; then Doxey ohifted his position and said, "I’ve 
got a sunburned back. You could do me a very great per- 
sonal favor, Mr. Mason.” 

“How?” 

"By telling me what you paid for Daddy Lutts’ stock.” 

“Why?” 

"I might do a little speculating.” 

“And you might get your fingers burnt.” 

“I’ll take a chance on that. I know that Daddy Lutts is 
• . . well, he’s . . . uh — ” 

“Exactly,” Mason said. “He’s greedy. He’sudecided that 
Something has happened to make the stock worth a Art 
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more money than the directors think it’s worth. He’s out 
buying more stock. That’s why he forgot all about dinner 
tonight.” 

Doxey said irritably, “Well, at least he could have 
rung up Georgiana.” 

“Georgiana is your wife?” 

“That’s right. Daddy Lutts’ daughter. His name is 
George. He wanted a son, but when it turned out to be a 
daughter, they called* her Georgiana. That was as close 
as they could come.” 

“I see,” Mason said. 

“You still haven’t answered my question,” Doxey told 
him. 

“I’ll put it ^is way,” Mason said. “I paid too damn 
much for the stock.” 

“Yes,” Doxey said sarcastically, “I have a picture of the 
great Perry M^n going around buying things at too high 
a price.” 

“We might make a trade,” Mason suggested. 

“In what way?” 

“You may have some information that I want.” 

“What?” 

"Does Lutts know who my client is?” 

Doxey glanced at Mason, hesitated, then said, “I think 
he does.” 

'‘Do you know?” 

“No.” 

^'How did Lutts find out?” 

“1 couldn’4 tell you that. He might have traced the 
chick that your client gave you. He has a bank teller who’ff' 



NERVOUS ACCOMPLICE 85 

under obligations to him. That’s all I know. Now, it’s your 
turn.” 

Mason said, ”1 p^d thirty-two thousand seven hundred 
and fifty dollars for Lutts’ two thousand shares^f stock.” 

Doxeg regarded Mason as one might look at an individ- 
ual who had just started to put on water wings to jump 
from the upper deck of the Queen Mary in the middle of 
the Atlantic. ‘‘You paid whati" he asked. 

“You heard me.” 

“Good heavens, Mr. Mason! That — Why . . . why if 
you’d only let me know, I could have bought all the stock 
you wanted at eight dollars a share. There have been 
some sales at seven.” 

“Thjit’s the point,” Mason said. "I told you I paid too 
much money for it.” 

“XVhy?” 

“Now that,” Mason said, “is something tnat I can’t dis- 
cuss. You can, of course, draw your outi conclusions.” 

“You mean tliat you wanted . . . you wanted Daddy 
Lutts out of the corporation?” 

“He bought right back in again, didn’t he?” Mason 
asked. 

“Yes, of course. But during tlie period wheji^he wasn’t 
a stockholder he had to resign from the board of directors 
because he wasn’t properly qualified. Look here, Mr. 
Mason, you’re playing some sort of a deep game, wijh 
the control of this corporation at stake.” 

Mason grinned, turned the car into the bumpy, ancient 
road which led up to the property of the Sylvan Glaftie 
Development Company. He made the sharp turn at the 
foot of the hill. The car crawled up the hill, and then, hs 
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they reached the top, Doxey exclaimed excitedly, “Good 
heavens, Mr. Masonl That’s Daddy Lutts’ car. He’s up 
here himself.’’ 

*‘That’s iixie” Mason said. “I want to see him.” 

“1 simply can’t imagine why he didn’t come home,” 
Doxey said. “But it’s a relief to me to know that he’s all 
right. I suppose it’s some new business angle he’s working 
on. He’s sure a sharpshooter.” 

There was envy an<l a certain sharp-edged jealousy in 
Doxey’s voice. 

Mason parked the car. He and Doxey got out. 

“You may as well wait here, Della,” Mason said casu- 
ally. 

“We’ll be right back. Miss Street,” Doxey saijl reas- 
suringly. 

“Gan we get into the place?” Mason asked. 

“We can if Daddy Lutts is in there. The door is kept 
locked, but he has the key.” 

Doxey tried the door. “It’s unlocked,” he said. “Come 
on in.” 

“What a dirty place,” Mason announced. 

“The people who moved out ’knew it was going to be 
tom down,’’ Doxey explained. “They just pulled out and 
left all of this junk behind them.” 

“Better call to Lutts,” Mason said, “and get him to 
come down.” 

“He might not like that. There’s a certain protocol in 
connection with being a son-in-law,” Doxey said, grinning. 
“Ill g5o up and see what he’s doing.” 

“it’s fairly^dark in here,” Mason said. “Even with day* 
li^nt saving time, it’# nttht^ lal-p. Rp rareful.” < 
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“I can see all right,” Doxey said, and groped his way up 
the stairs. Suddenl'j^ he stopped partway up the second 
flight. 

“What’s the trouble?” Mason askid. 

“Coine . . . come up here,” Doxey said in a harsh^ 
rasping voice. 

“What’s the trouble?” 

“Come up here.” 

Mason climbed the stairs. Doxey was bending over 
Lutts’ body. 

“Good hear^iiil” Mason said. “He’s lying there head 
down . . . what is it? A heart attack? How long do you 
suppose he’s been there?” 

Doxey struck a match, shielded his eyes from the flame, 
said, “Look at that blood — ^it’s come from that hole in his 
chest.” 

“Try his pulse,” Mason said- 

Doxey bent down, then after a moment said, “I think 
he’s dead. His body’s begun to cool oS. It feels sort of . . . 
well, you know — dead.” 

Mason said, “All right. We’ll notify the police.” 

“Shouldn’t we move him and get him around ... so 
his head isn’t — 

“Don’t touch the body,” Mason warned. “Get the po- 
lice.” 

“Oh, good Lord,” Doxey said. “This is one hell of a m'us. 
What am 1 going to do? How am 1 going to tell Georgi- 
ana. We can take his car. You drive yours and I’ll drive 
his and—” 

‘You leave everything exactly as it is,” Mason said. 
“Don’t touch a single thing. r|l stay here and see drat 
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nothing happens, and you take my car, go down the hill 
and call the pplice.” 

“I’ll stay, and you can go — " 

“Not me/’ Mason Siiid. “The police don’t like it when 
I report that I’ve discovered a corpse.” 

" “Well, you were along on this one,” Doxey said. “I 
want you to remember — ” 

"Oh, sure,” Mason told him. “I’m going to be right 
with you in the thing, but you were the one to discover it, 
and you’ll be the one to report it.” 

“You want to wait here?” 

“I’ll wait right here. You explain to Miss Street that 
there’s been an accident.” 

“She could sit in his car and — 

Mason shook his head. “The police wouldn’t like that. 
They’ll want to go over his car, trying to find fingerprints. 
Go call the police. I’ll wait.” 

“All right,” Doxey said. “What department do I call?” 

“Just tell whoever answers that you want to report a 
homicide,” Mason said, “and tell them you’re in a hurry. 
They’ll put you through.” 

"All right,” Doxey said. “I’ll ... do you think I’d 
better tell G sorgiana?” 

“I wouldn’t quite yet,” Mason told him. 

Doxey ran back down the stairs. A few moments later 
M^son heard the car start, then take off down the hill. 
Mason walked back to stand in the doorway. 

It was nearly ten minutes before Doxey returned, and 
Mstson could hear the sound of the siren as a police car 
followed' himr The lawyer walked out away from the door- 
"wSy. 
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Doxey parked Mason’s car off to one side. The police 
car ground to a stpp. One of the radio officers came 
bustling up to Mason. “Hello, Mr. Mason. How are you 
mixed up in this thing?” 

I m ^ot, IVfason said. 1 was jUiji. autuuAAig uwti^ 
you arrived.” 

"That isn’t what I meant.” 

“Well,” Mason told him, “that’s what I meant.” 

'The officer looked at Mason sharply, then took a flash- 
light and entered the house. The otlier officer stood by the 
door, watching the place. 

“It’s a job for homicide, all right,” the first officer called 
from the interior of tlie home. 

Mason heard the officer in the car making contact on 
the two-way radiophone. 

“You might tell me what you know about it,” tlie first* 
officer said to Mason, emerging from the building. 

“Ask him,” Mason said, jerking his thumb toward 
Doxey. “He’s related 10 the man. He found the body.” 

“I didn’t touch anything,” Doxey said. “I- wanted to 
straighten him up, but Mr. Mason said to leave him 
alone.” 

“That’s right.” 

"How is he related to you?” 

“My father-in-law.” 

“How old?” 

“Around fifty-four or -five.’ 

“Where was he living?” 

“With us.” 

“How did you know he was pp here?” 
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“I didn’t. I came up here on another matter and then 
saw his car." 

The officers continued to question Doxcy'about various 
matters unfil a car £r2m Homicide Squad came laboring 
yp the hill. 

“Well, well, well, well,” Sergeant Holcomb said, “look 
who we’ve got here! Look who's discovered another 
bodyl" 

“Not me, mason shid. 

“How’d you happen to come up here?” 

“Looking over property.” 

“And this was all a big surprise to you,” Sergeant Hol- 
comb said. 

“That’s right.” 

Holcomb said, “You should have some kind of a rubber 
^stamp or pocket recorder so you could play this same 
record over, and over. It would save wear and tear on your 
vocal cords.” ' 

Mason said, “You’d better get in there and look 
around, and you’d better talk witli that man over there. 
He’s the one who discovered the body.” 

“Yeah, I know,” Sergeant Holcomb said sneeringly. 
“You arrarged this one a little different.” 

Mason walked over, climbed into his car and sat down. 

“Want any notes?” Della Street asked. 

“No, not yet. Did Doxey call his wife?” 

“No. He called the police. They told him to wait 
right there at the phone booth and they’d have a radio 
car there within five minutes.” 

“Good work,” Mason said. 

h 
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Sergeant Holcomb and two detectives from Homicide 
Squad entered the {>lace, leaving one of the radio officers 
on guard. 

After a while, Holcomb came out, talked* briefly with 
the offu^ers, and then came over to Mason. 

“What did you find?” Mason asked. 

“How did you happen to come up here. Mason?” 

“I’m representing a client.” 

“Who?” 

Mason shrugged his shoulders. 

“We’ll find out.” 

"Go ahead. That’s your duty and privilege. It’s my duty 
to protect my client.” 

“Wliat did you come up here for?" 

“Specifically,” Mason said, “I came up to look at the 
boundaries of this property. Does that satisfy you?” 

Sergeant Holcomb regarded him for a moment, said, 
"No,” and abruptly turned away. 

Mason nodded to Doxey. “Let’s go, Doxey,” he said. 
"They’ve got everything they need from us.” 

“I’m not so sure,” Sergeant Holcomb said, turning 
around. 

"Well, I am,” Mason told him. “There arSrft any other 
questions you want to ask, are there?” 

“They may turn up later on.” 

"Then get in touch with me later on,” Mason said. "¥ou 
coming Doxey?” 

Doxey glanced apprehensively at the officers, said, ‘,‘Yes 

. . I guess so,” and got in Mason’s car. 

"ril take you home,” Mason said, easiifg the car (nto 
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motion, *‘and you can break the news to your wife per* 
sonally. That’ll be better than tryinf to do it over the 
phone.” 

Doxey nodded, presently blew his nose, surreptitiously 
wiped the comers of his eyes. ”I’d be a damned liar if I 
told you there weren’t times when Daddy Lutts was hard 
to get along with, but I was very fond of him and — The 
poor guy.” 

”lt wasn’t suicide?” Mason asked. 

’’Heavens, no. At least, I don’t think so. He was in good 
spirits until after you bought his stock, and then he . . . 
and then he thought of a way of getting stock to take the 
place of the stock he had sold you, and still have some 
gravy, and that ipade him feel even better.” 

“After he got to thinking it over,” Mason said, "he may 
Ijpve thought it would have been better if he’d left the 
situation the way it was.” 

“Not Daddy Lutts. He worries about something of that 
sort. He just couldn’t understand why you wanted stock 
in the company, and the more he thought of it, the more 
worried he became. He’s a gambler at heart A situa- 
tion like this was made to order for him. When 1 say he 
was worried; t don’t mean it the way you’d be inclined to 
take it 1 mean that he was afraid there was something 
going on beneath the surface that he couldn’t get a line 
on-*>you know what I mean — that he couldn’t . . . well, 
if there were any gravy trains going by, he wanted to get 
abo^d.” 

“Nothing in his accounts," Mason said. “He wouldn’t 
be s^ort of mot^y or anything?” 

“Anything but! Why, the guy’s worth a million. He 
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played the cards close to his chest, but he had lots of 
chips." 

"Well,” Mason told him, "I extend my sympathies. 
You’ll have to break it rather gently to your \fife. Was she 
fond o| him?” 

"In their respective ways, they were very fond of each 
other. But they were . . . well, they were a lot alike. 
Their temperaments would clash, but they loved their 
little squabbles. She’s going to be terribly broken up.” 

"Does she have any stock in this company?” Mason 
asked. 

"No. Daddy Lutts told her she’d have plenty when he 
died, but while he was alive he was going to hang on to 
every cent. That’s the way he was — always joking, telling 
her about the too indulgent and credulous parents who 
gave it all away and then were thrown out. It’s hard to 
explain. When I tell it, it doesn’t sound like a joke, but 
Daddy Lutts and Georgiana always used to kid about it. 
It was the way they joked back and forth. She’ll miss him 
terribly.” 

"Well, it’s a horrible jolt,” Mason said. 

Again Doxey blew his nose, then turned his head, 
ostensibly interested in the scenery. 

Mason paused at the first service station where there 
was a telephone. "I’ll only be a minute,” he told Doxey. 
He called Paul Drake’s office. "Paul, do you still have son- 
tacts with the newspaper reporters who cover police head- 
quarters?” 

■ "Sure,” Drake said. "Why?” 

"Because,” Mason told him, "a man by the name of 
Geoiy^e G. Lutts was murdered in a deserted house in^an 
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outlying real estate development project late this after- 
noon. I want all of the dope just as (ast as it comes into 
police headquarters. I particularly want to know whether 
they have recovered tlie murder weapon, where the man 
was standing when he was shot, how long he lived after 
being shot, the direction from which the shot was fired, 
and whether police feel there was a woman involved in 
tlie case.” 

“Anything else?” Dvake asked sarcastically. 

“Certainly,” Mason said. “I want everything else — 
fast.” 

“Okay,” Drake said. “Here’s something else for you. 
Perry.” 

“Hurry up, Paul. I’m in a rush.” 

Drake said, “Mrs. Harlan phoned . . . said she 
wanted me to give you a message. Said to tell you that 
everything was working out fine, that the third comer of 
the triangle already had her husband on ‘the defensive, 
that Roxy and Mrs. Harlan’s husband had been to see 
Roxy’s lawyer and that her husbsbid had finally awak- 
ened to the fact that it was their fifth wedding anni- 
versary. She said that 1 was to tell you, quote, 'He is 
behaving iv ^a most satisfactory manner and exactly as 
anticipated.’ ” 

“Well,” Mason' said, grinning, *‘tha^s something.” 
take it it makes sense to you,” Drake said. 

“It makes sense to me. How long will it take you to get 
some of the dope on this Lutts murder case, Paul?” 

“Xbout the time Homicide Squad gets back and makes 
a report. The newspaper boys will pick up everything 
thc^re releasing to the public.” 
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“You had dinner?’’ Mason asked. 

“Oh, sure,” Dral^ said sarcastically. “I had two sand- 
wiches and coffee, and now I have just had my dessert of 
foul tablets of bicarbonate of soda.* I’m right*back in my 
sti ide.’’. 

“That’s fine,’’ Mason told him. “You stay there and get 
the dope. Della and I are going out to dinner. Mrs. Har- 
lan didn’t leave any more messages for me did she?’’ 

“Yes,” Drake said. “She said that'she didn’t want to be 
distill bed any more this evening, that she would appreci- 
ate anything you could do along those lines.’’ 

“Yes, I take it she would,” Mason said dryly. “Okay, 
Paul, see what you can find out. We’ll call you later.” 

Mason hung up, returned to his car^ “Sorry to keep 
you waiting, Doxey.” 

“It’s okay. I’m dreading going home, breaking the 
news.” 

“Would it help any if I went in with you?” Della Street 
asked. "Or I could phone and tell her that you were on 
your way in and that you had some disturbing news — ^sort 
of break it to her gently.” 

“No, thanks. I appreciate your offer, but I’ll have to 
face the situation, and I think the best waysi»to tell her 
all at once, not beat around the bush.” 

“You’re the doctor,” Mason told him. “But Miss Street 
wants you to know that anything we can do, we’ll be glad 
to do.” 

“Thanks. This is one thing I’m going to have to face 
alone.” 
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Perry Mason, fresh and debonair, latchkeyed the 
door of his private office. 

Della Street, who had been opening mail, looked up at 
him with a smile. 

"How’s everything coming, Della?” Mason asked. 

“So-so. Drake says he has a more complete report on 
what happened, than he was able to give us when we 
phoned last night.” 

“That’s fine,” Mason said. "Give him a ring and tell 
him to come in. What’s in the mail?” 

“The usual 'assortment of trouble. Letters from moth- 
ers, telling you of their sons who have been convicted on 
perjured evidence. A letter from’Cleve Rector, stating 
that he would like to discuss a business matter with you 
at your earliest possible opportunity. A letter from 
Ezekiel Elklfis, stating that he would like an appointment 
regarding a matter in which you liave a mutual interest. 
An attorney named Arthur Nebitt Hagan has telephoned 
twke; he sa^'s that he is representing Roxy Claffin and 
that because of statements which you made to the board 
of directors of the Sylvan Glade Development Company, 
she finds herself suffering a pectmiary loss, that your 
statement mi&interpreted the law and misstated the facts.^ 
It^seems Mrs. Clafiin wants you held strictly accountable, 
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but that Attorney Hagan is counseling moderation and 
is suggesting that slip hold off any action until after it has 
become fully apparent that, as her representative, he 
can’t work out any amicable basis of approach." 

“How. interesting," Mason said. 

“He wanted you to call him as soon as you came in." 

“Get Paul Drake,” Mason said. “Tell him to come in.” 

Mason busied himself reading the mail while Della 
Street phoned Paul Drake. 

“No word from Mrs. Harlan?" Mason asked. 

“Not yet ” 

“Paul Drake coming down?" 

“He said he’d be in right away. He— here he is now." 

Drake’s code knock sounded on the dpor of the office, 
and Della Street opened it. 

“How are you feeling this morning, Paul?" Mason 
asked. 

“Terrible,” Drake said, “I had acid indigestion all 
night.” 

“Comes from taking too much soda," Mason told him. 
“You destroy the alkaline balance in your system.” 

“I know,” Drake said, “but uking too much soda comes 
from eating too many soggy hamburgers, aiM eating too 
many soggy hamburgers comes from working for a lawyer 
who wants everything fast. Actually, the way things de- 
veloped, I could have gone out last niglui had a nxe 
dinner and then come back about eleven o’clock and 
got all of the information you needed.” 

“I know,” Mason said, “but then we would have missed 
Mrs. Harlan’s message about her fifth weAling anniver- 
sary.” 
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“Yes, wasn’t it wonderful. How are you connected with 
this Lutts’ murder. Perry?” 

‘*rm not connected with it Lutts was on the board of 
directors o£*a corporation in which 1 have invested a fairly 
lai^ge amount of money. I’m afraid his death may upset 
the balance of power.’’ 

“Then,” Drake said, “why worry about the circum- 
stances of his death? All you needed was a physician’s cer- 
tificate that he was de^ 1 could have told you that within 
a few minutes after you telephoned. He was dead as an 
iced mackerel.” 

“Anytlting else, Paul?” 

“It seems the police found you at the scene of the mur- 
der.” 

“Yes. It was most unfortunate. 1 went out to inspect 
the property, and the corpse of Mr. Lutts made it impos- 
sible for me to carry out my inspection. The police were 
rather narrow-minded about the entire procedure.” 

“They’re inclined to be that way,” Drake, said. “Then 
you know all about the place where* the body was found?” 

“That’s right. An old three-story building which has 
been abandoned for some little time. This company Lutts 
was with wu^ making a real estate development out of it. 
Lutts evidently went out there to look it over just before 
1 arrived, and soisaebody shot him.” 

«tSrhat’s right With a thirty-eight revolver, right in the 
chest from a distance of about eighteen or twenty indies. 

“In the chest?” 

“Yes. Severed the aorta or something. Death was almost 
instantaneous.^^ 

j * 

He was facing the person who shot him?” 
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‘•That's right.” 

“About eighteegi inches away?” 

Drake nodded. “Eighteen or twenty.” 

“They got that from a powder pattern,* I presume,” 
Masonbsaid. 

“That’s right. They processed the vest and shirt at the 
police laboratory. The chemical pattern reaction of pow- 
der stains shows about eighteen inches — assuming that 
the weapon used was an ordinary thirty-eight caliber re- 
volver with a standard barrel.” 

“When?” Mason asked. 

“Probably around four-thirty yesterday afternoon.” 

“How do they fix the time?” 

“They know that he didn’t go to lynch until after a 
directors’ meeting. They know just what he ate and ex- 
actly when. The post-mortem shows the condition of foo^ 
in the stomach. Also, there’s a question of body tempera- 
ture. Police feel that they can fix the time of death within 
not more than a thirty-minute period. In other words, 
that the maximum period of variation will be fifteen 
minutes either way.” 

“I take it they haven’t found the gun?” 

“Not yet. They do have one clue.” 

“What?” 

“When they broadcast the news of the murder — now 
this is confidential. Perry; it hasn’t been released to'^e 
public yet — ” 

“Yes, yes, go on, never mind that.” 

“Well, a taxi driver came forward, a fellow by the 
name of Jerome C. Keddie. He’s a Red Rine cab driver. 
The cab number is seven-sixty-one.” 
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“All right." Mason said, "go ahead. What are you look- 
ing at me like that for, Paul?" 

Drake said, “1 was just wondering why you had me 
locate cab number seVen-sixty-one yesterday evening." 

“Go on," Mason said, his face expressionless. “Tell me 
what Keddie told tlie cops." 

“He said that he had picked up a very mysterious pas- 
senger, a young, attractive woman, dressed almost en- 
tirely in white, that is,*^ a white skirt, white shoes and a 
sort of cream-colored jacket with red trim. He picked her 
up just a short distance from where the body was found. 
He was returning empty from the country club. There was 
something about his fare that impressed him. He noticed 
her particularly.”^ 

“What did he say impressed him?” 

“He thought she’d been through some very harassing 
experience. He knew she’d been running. She seemed 
very upset. Her 'face was pale underneath her make-up. 
He thought that perhaps she had been out with a man 
who had tried to assault her and that she’d either been 
forced to get out and walk, or had hit him over the head 
in self-defense or something. He tried to sound-her out in 
conversation/«but couldn’t get her to open up at all. He 
took her to the Union Station. He felt certain tliat she 
intended to catch another cab at the station and go to 
soiMt other destination. She didn’t have any baggage. 
She said her husband was going to meet her at the trdin. 
The cabbie said he thought she was lying. 

“iteddie admitted he’d been listening to the radio 
broadcasts and' that he’d read the morning newspaper, 
wondering if he wouldn’t find something had happened 
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out on that road — either that there’d been a hit-and-run 
accident or that scyne crime had been committed.” 

”He can identify this woman?” Mason asked. 

“He can identify her,” Drakef said. 

“Th§t’s nice,” Mason observed quietly. 

“So,” Drake said, “I wonder where that leaves me. 
Perry.” 

“Why should it leave you anywhere?" 

“I was scouting this cab for you.*'* 

“You don’t need to tell the jx>lice that.” 

“Well, it depends on why I was doing it.” 

“You don’t know why you were doing it.” 

“I suppose,” Drake said, "you wanted to put one of 
your client’s friends in this cab who could sort of pump 
the guy and see what happened. That bothers me a lot. 
But suppose it should turn out that this person he picked 
up was your client. That might leave us both in a predica- 
ment.” 

“Why?” 

“Tampering with the evidence.” 

“Tampering with what evidence?” 

“With the testimony of a witness.” 

“How?” 

“Well, trying to influence him.” 

“Influence him to do what?” 

“I don't know what was said by the people %vho weffl^in 
that taxicab.” 

“Then,” Mason said, “there’s no need for you to worry. 
What else do you know?” 

“Isn’t that enough?” 

“Not if there’s anything else.” 
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'*Well, of coune, the police felt that Keddie had the 
right idea. They’re covering taxi drivers who were at the 
Union Station, seeing if they can find a taxi driver who 
remembers picking up *a fare dressed as this woman was 
dressed.” 

‘‘I see,” Mason said. 

“You’re awfully damned noncommittal about this 
thing,” Drake blurted out. 

“Who did you warn, me to commit?” Mason asked. 
“Myself?” 

“Well,” Drake told him, “I thought you should know 
that—” 

The telephone^rang. Drake said, “That may be for me. 
Perry. I left word that if anything important came up in 
this case,' they were to call me here.” 

Della Street picked up the telephone and nodded, said, 
““It’s for you, Paul.” 

Dndie picked nip the receiver, said, “Yes, this is Paul. 
. . . Give me that again, will you.” 

Drake said, “Okay, I’ll pass the 'word on to Mason. 
Nothing else, is there? . . . Okay. Thanks.” 

“Okay,” Drake said wearily to Mason. “Here we go 
again.” 

“Where?” Mason asked. 

“On one of those.wild run-arounds of yours. The police 
haw; found the murder weapon.” 

“Where?” 

“Someone had thrown it dorvn on the bank to the north 
of tfie house.” 

“How nice,”iMason said. “What did they find out from 
the Weapon?” 
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“They found that it was a Smith and Wesson thirty- 
eight caliber revolyer, with a five-inch barrel, that it had 
been fired three times, that the number on the gun had 
not been tampered with, that, tr&cing the number, the 
police %>und the sale had been made to Enright A. Harlan 
of 609 Lamison Avenue. 

“At about the same time, the police got a lead from a 
taxi driver who had picked up a fare at the Union Sta- 
tion, whose description matched tlfe girl’s they were look- 
ing for. This cabbie remembered that he had gone to 
someplace on Lamison Avenue, but he couldn’t remem- 
ber the exact number. It was some place between Fifth 
and Ninth. 

“So police got the taxi driver to see he could locate 
the house, and it was Gog Lamison Avenue. Police went 
in and invited Mr. and Mrs. Enright A. Harlan to head- 
quarters for a little chat with the district attorney. They’re 
there now.” 

“Well,” Mason said, "that’s going to make an interest- 
ing case.” 

“You make such masterpieces of understatement,” 
Paul Drake groaned. “That’s going to make an exciting 
case, and if they should find out what you tiid with that 
taxi driver — 

“What did 1 do with him?” Mason asked. 

“You did — Hell, I don’t know what you did with hiaa. 
Probably, you’ve arranged to confuse the issues in some 
way. You’ve — " 

The telephone rang again. Della Street picked it up and 
again nodded. “For you once more, Paul.” • 

Drake picked up the telephone, said, “Okay, sh6ot.. 
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This is Paul. . . . Who is it, Jim? . . . Oh, I see. They 
are? . . . Well, ‘let me have it” 

Drake ivas silent for almost a minute, then he said 
thoughtfully) "Well, I*guess that’s all there is to it, Jim. 
Just keep me posted. Thanks for letting me know.” 

Drake. hung up the telephone and said, "Well, you 
were being so damned smart Perry, you should have ad- 
vised your client to use a little more care.” 

"In what way?” Mison asked. 

"Police opened her purse and found the receipt issued 
by the taxi driver for the run doAvn to the Union Station. 
The amount was two dollars and ninety-five cents, which 
is exactly the way the cab driver remembers it because 
he remembers shje gave him three and a half, which left 
him a fifty-five-cent tip. The number of the taxi cab, num- 
ber seven-sixty-one, is on that receipt. It seems to me, you 
might at least have had foresight enough to have your 
client drop that receipt in a wastepaper receptacle some- 
place. Now, we’re hooked.” 

"Who’s hooked?” 

"You and I.” 

"You haven’t anything to do with it” 

“I wish I^dn’t— you had me locating that cab.” 

"Now look here,” Mason said. "You do a lot of work 
for me, PauL The things that you do for me are confiden- 
tial” 

"What if the police ask me? 1 can’t lie to them.” 

Mason said, "Paul, your stomach is bothering you. 
You’re living on greasy hamburgers and half-fried onions. 
You’re eating entirely too much fried food. You’re eating , 
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at irregular hours. You need a good rest — start taking it.” 
Drake looked at Jiim in surprise. 

”1 have a job in La Jolla that I want you to work on,” 
Mason told him. 

“What is it?” 

"I’ll phone you details after you get down there.” 

“I’m to leave now?” 

“Immediately,” Mason said. “Get a nice unit in a 
motel, enjoy the ocean breezes andVelax.” 

“I think I’m going to like this,” Drake said. 

“I knew you would,” Mason told him. "Who’s going to 
handle your office while you’re gone?” 

"Harry Blanton. I’ll have to go to the bank to get 
some money.” 

“Give Paul some money out of the safe, Della,” Mason 
said. 

She nodded. 

“So,” Mason said, looking at his watch, “there’s noth' 
ing holding you back, Paul.” 



CHAPTER 
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Perry Mason sat in the visitors’ room, while on 
the other side of the table and separated from- him by a 
mesh screen, Sybil Harlan smiled happily. 

“Well,” Mason said, “you don’t look like a girl who’s 
in trouble.” 

“I’m noL I’m happy as a lark.” 

Mason said, “You’re going to be charged with murder 
in about fifteen poinutes, as soon as the district attorney 
can get the papers filed.” 

“Then what?” 

“Then,” Mason said, “you will be arraigned and a date 
set for a preliminary hearing.” 

“What happens at the preliminary hearing?” 

“Actually, it’s a bearing before the magistrate to 
determine if there is probable cause for believing you 
guilty. If the magistrate finds that a crime has been com- 
mitted and fftere is probable cause to believe you com- 
mitted the crime, he will hold you over for the Superior 
Court. Then the district attorney will file an informa- 
Iter*, and after that you’ll be tried before a jury.” 

“Well?” she asked. 

“JPverything depends on that taxi driver. That’s going 
to be the district attorney’s case.” 

*Tou mean %t*the preliminary?” 

‘^es.” 

io6 
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“Can you upset that?’* 

“If you can keep your mouth shut, I think I can.” 

“I’ve kept it shut. That’s why I’m here. The district 
attorney told me that if I’d explain just what I was doing 
out thAre on the road, just where I had been, and how I 
happened to take the taxicab, he wouldn’t file any 
charges against me. Otherwise, he’d have to proceed.” 

“What did you do?’’ 

“I smiled sweetly at him and told him that 1 didn’t 
think my lawyer would want me to answer any questions 
unless he was here.” 

“Now that you’ve phoned for me, won’t your husband 
suspect that you were the one who had me buy the stock?” 

“No. I think I did it very cleverly. Mr. Mason. He 
started talking about what you did at that directors’ meet- 
ing, and I told him that if 1 ever got in trouble I’d ma<«f 
certainly ask for you. 

“So when the' police came, I told them I didn’t like 
their attitude and I’d have to see a lawyer before I so 
much as gave them t^ie time of day. That was when Enny 
said, ‘Get Perry Mason, honey.’ And so I told him I was 
going to. It was his own su^estion.” 

“What about your fifth wedding anniversary?” 

Her eyes became dreamy. “1 have him back, Mr. 
Mason.” 

“Want to tell me about it?” 

She nodded. “It happened exactly the way I had hoped 
it would happen,” she said. “Roxy had been leading Ejiny 
on with all of those languishing sighs and sidelong 
, glances. But the minute it began to look is if Enny had 
got her into a business deal which mjght terminate in a 
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lawsuit that woman’s real character came to the front. 

“She dragged fenny off to her lawyei; her lawyer made 
the mistake of trying to browbeat Enny, telling Enny that 
he would be* responsible because his client had acted on 
Enny’s advice, and Roxy sat there and nodded her head, 
with all of her selfish, scheming disposition showing in 
her eyes, and Enny ■ got so disgusted he felt he never 
'(vanted to see her again as long as he lives." 

“So then what happened?" 

“So then he came home to me, wanting to confess his 
infidelities and be forgiven.” 

“And what happened?” 

“I never gave him the chance to confess," she said. “I 
told you that a woman should never forgive a man for his 
iididelities. It puts tliem both in an embarrassing posi> 
tion. She should simply be ignorant of them. I told him 
that, of course,.! knew in making business deals with 
women like Roxy, he had to use a little sales appeal. 1 
said 1 expected that, and then I smiled and asked him 
if he remembered the first time he liad met me, and all 
of a sudden, I was the body beautiful and Roxy Claffin 
was just a legal headache.” 

“And how clid you explain about me?” 

“1 didn’t have to explain. He told me 'all about you 
and about what you had done at the directors' meeting, 
s5Rl’l just lay in his arms and stroked his hair and 
smoothed his forehead and let him tell me his troubles. 
And he told me that Roxy’s lawyer had said that you 
were the most diabolically ingenious attorney of the 
whole Californta'Bar; so I said, ’Well, that’s fine. If I ever 
get in trouble. I’ll < call on Perry Mason.’ And he said. 
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Tou’ll never get in trouble, but if you do, he’s the man 
you want.’ 

"So then, when the officers came out and started asking 
him questions about the gun and interrogifting me and 
. . . and when they found that receipt from the taxicab 
in my purse — Mr. Mason, do you think it was wise hav- 
ing me leave that receipt in my purse? Shouldn’t I have 
destroyed it and — ” 

Mason said, "No, no, that’s just the way I want it. Tell 
me, what about »hc gun?” 

“Well, it’s one of Enny’s guns, all right.” 

Mason said, "Is that the gun you had in your glove com- 
partment?” 

"Apparently.” 

"Did you take it from Enny’s collection?” 

"He gave it to me.” 

"How did it get up there at the scene of the crime?” 

“There’s only one way — someone broke into my glove 
compartment and stole it.” 

“When?” 

“It could only have been after — afterwards. I can 
tell you one thing, Mr. Mason — that guq, never killed 
George Lutts.” 

"Ballistic experts say it did.” 

“Then the ballistic experts are lying.” 

"How do you know it didn’t kill Lutts?” 

“I . . . I’m sure it didn’t. Mr. Mason, you can pin 
your whole defense on cross-examining those ballistic 
experts. They just can’t make that theory stand up. That’s 
not the fatal gun.” 
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“They can identify bullets and g^uns with scientific accu- 
racy,” Mason warned. 

“I don’t care what they can do. They’re bluffing, trying 
to get us to*- make some admission. I’ll absolutely guar- 
antee that’s not the fatal gun, Mr. Mason.” 

“All right,” Mason told her. “Here’s the hard part. 
Look me right in the eyes.” 

“I’m looking.” 

“Did your husband 'kill George Lutts?” 

“Good heavens, nol” 

“How do you know he didn’t?” 

“Why, he wouldn’t do a thing like that and . . . and 
then, besides, at the time Lutts and 1 were up at that old 
house Enny and Q.oxy were just getting ready to leave for 
an appointment with Roxy’s lawyer.” 

^ “Are you sure?” 

“Of course. Enny told me all about it. They had an 
appointment with Arthur Hagan. He’d been in court all 
day, but he said he’d see them after five o’clock. 

“I saw Enny drive up while I '^s up there on the 
hill. That is, I guess it was Enny. It was his car. He wanted 
to take Roxy with hinj to see the lawyer.” 

“You didnT see him drive away?” 

“No.” 

“Did you see Roxy?” 

‘Yes. She was running around down there, and Enny 
honked the horn a couple of times to hurry her up. He 
hat^ to be kept waiting.” 

“But you saw both of them down there.” 

“Yes. That is, *1 saw Roxy and I saw Enny’s car with 
someone in it I prq$ume it was Enny.” 



NERVOUS ACCOMPLICE 


111 


“You're certain of Rojty?” 

“Oh yes, there’s vo mistaking that little minx. I wonder 
how she’s feeling, now that she realizes she made a play 
for Enny and lost him,” 

“She'^tnay be feeling pretty good,” Mason said signifi* 
cantly. “She knows tliat you’re being questioned about 
tlie murder of George C. Lutts, and it just may ocair to 
her to think of something that wopld enable her to help 
the prosecution with its case. That would put you out of 
the way for a nice long time and leave your husband 
where she could get her claws into him again.” 

“She’ll never get her claws into him again,” she said. 
“Enny isn’t entirely a fool, and I guess her true character 
came to the surface when she got Enny*into the lawyer’s 
office.” 

“When did that happen?” 

“Sometime around five o’clock, I think.” 

Mason said, “The point I’ve been trying to make is that 
despite the fact it was your husband’s gun that was 
used in the murder, the police seem to be leaving him 
pretty much alone.” 

“That’s because he has such an ironclad Jiibi. They’ve 
checked it. He was in his own office until shortly after 
four; then he dashed out to get Roxy and went to see 
her lawyer. They were with him until six-tliirty. Appat-' 
ently, Mr. Mason, you threw a double-barreled scare into 
everyone. That legal point you thought up must have b(;cn 
a dilly. I understand that Roxy’s lawyer is pretty much 
worried. And, of course, that made Roxy gdt in a panic — 
she may be liberal with her affectionsi but that’s the ex- 
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tent o£ her generosity. She’s tight as wallpaper with her 
dollars.” 

’’All right,” Mason said. “What did you tell the offi- 
cers?” 

“Not one thing.” 

“Nothing?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Not even on preliminary questions?” 

“No. I told them 1 left the beauty parlor, because I 
luiew they’d find out about my going there. In fact. I’d 
told my maid to tell anyone who called that that’s where 
I was. But aside from that 1 told them nothing. I said I’d 
been attending to some very private business and I didn’t 
care to make any comment.” 

Mason said, “Do you mean you didn’t even tell 
them—” 

“Mr. Mason, I told them nothing!” 

“Good girl,” Mason told her. “Don’t tell them any- 
thing until we know where we stand — ^but it isn’t going 
to be pleasant.” 

She smiled. “1 can take it. 1 can take anything now.” 

“All right,” Mason told her. “Keep a stiff upper lip and 
I’ll do everything I can.” 

The lawyer signaled to the matron that the interview 
was over, watched Sybil Harlan being led away, then 
"tCeiit to a telephone and called Harry Blanton at Paul 
Drake’s office. 

“I want to know where certain people were at exactly 
four-thirty on the afternoon of the third. Can do?” 

“Sure. It’ll HXMC you money, but I can get the informa-. 
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tion i£ it’s at all possible. 0£ coune, sometimes you have 
to take a guy’s unsupported word £or where he was.” 

“In that case, 1 want to know that he has no one to sup- 
port his word,” Mason said. 

Blantdh said, “Okay. Give me the names, Mr. Mason. 
We’ll do our best.” 

Mason took a list from his pocket. “Herbert Doxey, 
Lutts’ son-in-law; Roxy Claffin; Enright Harlan; Ezekiel 
Elkins, a director of the Sylvan Glade Development Com- 
pany; Regerson E Neffs, also a director; Cleve Rector, 
another director.” 

“Okay. Anybody else, Mr. Mason?” 

“That’ll do for now. Get busy on them,” Mason said. 
"However, there’s one more thing. The murder gun had 
been fired three times. One of the bullets entered Lutts* 
chest. Try to find out where the gun was fired when the 
other two shells were discharged.” 

“Now, that may be where we fall down,” Blanton said. 
“We have contacts, but the answer to that question is 
probably bothering the police right now.” 

“Well, do the best you can,” Mason said and hung up. 
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Hamilton Burger* the massive district attorney of 
the county, arose as ^ Judge Hoyt called, “Case o£ the 
People of the State of Galifotnia versus Sybil Harlan.” 

“Your Honor,” Burger said, “this is a preliminary hear- 
ing. The object of a preliminary hearing is to determine 
‘whether a crime has been committed, and if so, whether 
there is probable cause to believe the defendant guilty of 
that crime. 

“In ordinary cases, preliminary hearings proceed in an 
.orderly manner to a speedy conclusion. But in cases where 
Mr. Perry Mason is the attorney on the other side, we 
seem destined to have legal pyrotechnics, spectacular 
cross-examinations, dramatic assertions, and a whole 
series of procedures which, in the opinion of the prose- 
cutor’s o£Bce, have absolutely no place in a preliminary 
heating. 1 have, therefore, decided that I will conduct 
this preliminary hearing in person for the purpose of 
eliminating all of these extraneous dramatics.” 

Judge Hoyt glanced sternly at Perry Mason. “The Court 
)ia& no desire to deprive the defendant of any of her 
rights. But the Court does recognize the fact that in some 
instances preliminary hearings have been skillfully and 
very adroitly manipulated so that they have been taken 
far beyond the Scope which the Court feels the framers 
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o( the law had in mind. Do you wish to make any state- 
ment, Mr. Mason?”. 

“None whatever,” Mason said, his face a mask of 
cherubic innocence. “I take it the ’Court is ribt insinuat- 
ing that*'tounsel for the defense is to be deprived of tlie 
right of cross-examination.” 

“Certainly not,” Judge Hoyt snapped. “But the cross- 
examination will be conducted decorously and within the 
strict technical limits of the law.” 

“Thank you. Your Honor,” Mason said, as though the 
judge had conferred a great favor upon him. 

“Proceed,” Judge Hoyt snapped at the district attorney, 
obviously irritated at Mason’s attitude, yet unable to find 
anything which would furnish a ground for rebuke. 

“I will call Dr. Jules Oberon,” Hamilton Burger said. 

Dr. Oberon took the stand and qualified himself as a^ 
physician, surgeon, a deputy coroner, and an expert in 
the field of pathology. He stated that he had peiformed 
the autopsy on the body of George C. Lutts. 

“What did you find'as the cause of death?” 

“A thirty-eight caliber revolver bullet, which had pene- 
trated the chest and partially severed the left common 
carotid artery." 

“That was the cause of death?” 

"Yes, sir.” 

“Where was the bullet?” 

“I found it in the body when I performed the autopsy.” 

•Dr. Oberon took a small phial from his pocket, said, 
“This is a sealed phial. I, personally, placed the bullet in 
it along with a slip of paper containing my signature, 
and then ’sealed the glass stopper in pl^ce. I removed the 
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bullet only to let the ballistics expert examine it, then 
replaced it and'resealed it.*' 

“Did the victim die instantly?” 

“1 think ke may po^ibly have staggeted a few steps.” 

“Assuming, Doctor, that the body was found lying head 
downward on the stairs, would you state that from the 
nature of this wound, the victim could have started for 
the stairs before death overtook him?” 

“Yes, he could hav£ taken a few steps to the head of 
the stairs and then fallen down the stairs.’* 

“What was the course of the bullet?” 

"Upward. The man was facing his murderer and the 
assailant must have been holding the gun at about the 
level of his hip.’’ 

“Do you have an opinion as to the time of death?” 

“Yes, sir. Mr. Lutts died between four-twenty and four- 
?orty.” 

‘■‘How do you determine the time of death?” 

“By temperature of the body and by the state of the 
food in the stomach.” 

“Do you know, of your own knowledge, when the food 
was ingested?” 

“Only by hearsay.” 

“Then 1 won’t ask you about that now,” Burger said. 
“You ixiay cross-examine.” 

Judge Hoyt said, “Now, Mr. Mason, I yrish to give the 
defendant every possible right, but 1 would like to cau- 
tion you at this time that the Court will brook no 
extraneous quesdons. Cross-examination must be con- 
fined to the quesdons asked on direct examinadon.” 

“No questions,”^ Mason said. 
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Judge Hoyt frowned. 

“Call Herbert Doxey/' Hamilton Burger said. 

Doxey came forward, took the witness stand, testified 
to his relationship to George Lutts, tb the fact that he had 
seen the decedent on the ^y of the murder, that his last 
contact with the decedent had been when they left the 
office of the corporation and had driven to a restaurant, 
where the decedent had eaten a bowl of vegetable soup, 
a hamburger with onions, a cup of Coffee and a piece of 
pumpkin pie. 

“What time was that?” 

“That was at three-twenty.” 

“And then what happened?” 

“Mr. Lutts said he had some business 19 attend to, and 
I went home.” 

“You’re certain as to the time?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“What makes you certain?” 

"I noticed the time.” 

“Where?” 

“In the restaurant.” 

“In what way?” 

“I looked at my wrist watch and compared the time 
with an electric clock on tlie wall.” 

“Was your wrist watch accurate?” 

“Within one minute, yes.” 

“What was the time?” 

•‘Three-eighteen, and the waitress was just bringing our 
orders.” 

, "Sometime after that you went with Mr. JPerry Mason 
to the house where' a certain real estar^ development is 
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taking place, ^ house shown on the map I now hand you?** 

“I did, yes, sir.” 

"And wlxat did you find?” 

"1 found Mr. Lut6’ automobile parked in front of thci 
place.” 

“And what did you do?” 

"I tried the door of the house.** 

**Was it locked or unlocked?” 

“It was unlocked.” 

“And what did you>do then?’* 

“I walked up the first flight of stairs; then I crossed the 
landing and had started up the second flight of stairs 
when 1 saw the body of Mr. Lutts lying there.” 

“How was th 2 body lying?” 

“On the stairs.” 

“In what position?” 

“Partially on his back, partially on the right side, the 
head was downward as though he had — ” 

“Never mind your conclusions. Just give us the facts.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Was the body that of George C. Lutts, your fathcr-in- 
law?” 

“Yes, sir, it was.” 

**Did you subsequently see that body at the autopsy 
room in the coroner’s office?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

*‘And it was the same body?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“That of (George C. Lutts?” 

“Yes, sir.” 
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“What time was it when you made the discovery of the 
body?” 

"About eight-fifteen, daylight saving time. I don’t 
know the exact time.” 

“Yoft may inquire,” Burger said to Mason. 

“No questions,” Mason said. 

Judge Hoyt looked thoughtfully at Perry Mason. 

“I desire to recall Dr. Oberon for one question,” Ham- 
ilton Burger said. 

“Return to the stand. Dr. Oberon,” the judge directed. 

Doctor Oberon re.sumed his position on the witness 
stand. 

“You have heard the testimony of Mr. Doxey as to the 
time at which a meal was ingested?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Assuming that the meal such as he described was in- 
gested at 3:30 P.M., how long was it after the ingestion of 
that meal before the decedent met his death?” 

“I would say from fifty minutes to an hour and ten 
minutes.” 

“You feel that you can place the time within twenty 
minutes?” 

“I do, yes, sir.” 

“You may cross-examine,” Hamilton Burger said. 

“No questions.” 

“I’ll call Sidney Dayton to the stand,” Burger said. - 

Sidney Dayton, a police expert, took the stand, quali- 
'fied himself as an expert, and turned to Hamilton Burg^. 

“Can you,” Hamilton Burger asked, “tell by any scien- 
tific means the distance at which a gun was>held when a 
shot was fired into the body of a man?” 
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“Yes.” 

“How?” * 

“By powder tattooing on the skin or by the dispenion 
o£ powder particles in the clothing.” 

“Will you please explain what you mean by tlie latter,” 

“When a shell is fired, there are certain particles o£ 
powder which are consumed entirely, and so turned into 
a gas. There are other particles which are not entirely 
consumed. These particles are spewed from the muzzle 
of the weapon. They naturally follow a pattern of expan- 
sion. By determining the number of particles and the 
pattern of their expansion or dispersion, it is possible to 
tell the distance at whicfi the weapon was held from the 
body.” 

“Can you describe, generally, the method by which that 
is done? I just want to have it very generally.” 

“The closing containing the powder chemicals is 
placed on an ordinary ironing board. A sheet of a special 
type of photographic paper is placed under the clothing. 
A blotter containing a chemical is placed over the clotli- 
ing where it is thought the powder particles are depos- 
ited. A hot iron is placed upon that moistened blotter. 
The iron vaporizes chemicals in the blotter, which in turn 
cause a chemical reaction with the powder particles, 
which in turn Cause a series of dots on the photographic 
paper, representing a dispersion of the powder particles.” 

“Did you make such a test on the clothing of George C. 
Tutts?” 

“I did.” 

“Did you^ reach any conclusion as to the distance 
which the weapov was held?” 
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“I did.*’ 

“What conclusion did you reach?” 

“I feel that the j^rson who discharged the bullet into 
the^body of George Lutts was sttinding at, eighteen to 
twenty inches from the victim at the time the bullet was 
fired.” 

“Did you examine the hands of the decedent to see if 
there were any powder stains on them?” 

“1 did, yes, sir.” 

“Did you find any?” 

“No. sir.” 

“If the decedent had been grabbing for the gun, if he 
had been putting up his hands in front of the gun trying 
to ward oft the built t, you’d have found powder stains.” 

“Very definitely. When I say that the weapon was 
about eighteen to twenty inches from the decedent, I 
mean the distance from the muzzle of the weapon to* 
the chest of the decedent was not more than that.” 

“At that distance he could then have reached for the 
gun?” 

“He could have, if the bullet hadn’t reached him first, 
which, in this case, it evidently did.” 

“You may cross-examine,” Hamilton Burger said. 

“No questions,” Mason announced tersely. 

Judge Hoyt started to say sometliing, then changed his 
mind. 

“Call Alexander Redfield,” Hamilton Burger said. 

Alexander Redfield glanced at Perry Mason with a 
half-smile. He had been cross-examined by Mason mahy 
times and knew only too well the skillful manner in 
tvhich Mason could confuse an uncertain witness or one 
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vrho was misprepresenting the £acts. His manner showed 
tliat he intended to be very, very cautious in giving his 
testimony. 

He quali^ed himself as an expert on ballistics, stated 
tliat he had been called to the scene of the crime after the 
body had been removed. 

“At what time?*' Hamilton Burger asked. 

“It was the next morning." 

“What time the next morning?” 

“After daylight.” 

“What was your purpose in going out there?” 

“To try and find the murder weapon." 

“Did you search the premises?” 

“No, I understand the premises had been searched by 
police the night before. I confined myself to searching the 
grounds." 

“And did you find a weapon?” 

“I did.” 

“How soon after arriving?” 

“Within five minutes.” 

“Wasn’t that rather fortuitous?” 

“I knew by experience about how far it would be pos- 
sible to fling an ordinary weapon of ordinary weight 
under those circumstances, so 1 went out to the place 
where 1 thought such a weapon might have landed. Sure 
enough, I found a track in the moist soil^ indicating that 
something had struck, bounced, then slid under some 
loose, moist soil. 1 probed in this soil and found the re- 
volver.” 

“What sort of a revolver?” 
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“A Smith and Wesson revolver with a five-inch barrel, 
thirty-eight caliber, number 8910684/* 

*‘\\^t did you do with that gun?’* 

*‘l took it to my laboratory, I tested it forafingerprints, 
ancbfound none. I examined the cartridges that were in 
it.” 

“How many cartridges were in it?’* 

“Six. There were three loaded cartridges and three 
empty cartridge cases in the cylinder.” 

“What did you find about the empty cartridge cases?” 

*'Two o£ them were Peters, thirty-eight specials. One o£ 
them was a U.M.G.’* 

“Did you weigh the bullets that were in the undis- 
charged cartridges in the weapon?” 

“I did.’* 

"What did you find?” 

“I £ound that they were Peters cartridges containing 
lead bullets o£ one hundred and fi£ty-eig^t grains each.” 

“Now. did you check the £atal bullet to determine the 
weapon from which iirhad been fired?” 

“I did.” 

“In what way?” 

“My first test was to measure the landf and grooves 
and get the pitch in order to determine the type o£ 
weapon £rom which it had been fired.” 

“Did you make such determination?” 

“Yes.” 

“What was it?” 

“The bullet had been fired from a Smith and Wesson 
jthirty-eight caliber revolver.’* 
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“Did you subsequently make tests to determine 
whether or nbt the fatal bullet had been fired from the 
revolver which you had found in the* place that you de- 
scribed?” 

‘Tes. sir.” 

“What did those tests disclose?” 

“That the fatal bullet had been fired, from that revol- 
ver.” 

“Do you have that revolver with you?” 

“I do.” 

Hamilton Burger ssud, “I move that the fatal bullet 
now be introduced in evidence as People’s Exhibit G and 
that the revolver be introduced as People’s Exhibit D." 

“Any objection from the defense?” 

“No, Your Honor,” Mason said. 

“And what about the shells that you found in the 
chamber of the gun?” 

“I photographed those cartridges in place, so that the 
position of the cartridges could be determined. I made 
scratches upon the cartridges, numbering them one, two, 
three, four, five and six, and I made scratches upon the 
cylinder of the gun so that the position in which the 
respective ca&.tridges had been found could he deter- 
mined.” 

‘Tou have those photographs?” 

VI do.” 

“What do they show?” 

“They show the cylinder of the gun. The cartridge 
chamber marked six is the one that was at the top of the 
cylinder, thatck, the one that contained the U.M.C. car- 
tridge. That woul^ have been the last cartridge fired.” 
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*‘And what did you do with the shells themselves?” 

“I have placed those in receptacles, each one o£ them 
numbered according to the places in the cylinder from 
which they were removed.” 

ask that all of those and the photographs may be 
received in evidence as appropriate exhibit numbers/* 
Hamilton Burger said. 

“No objection,” M^on said. 

“That’s all,” Burger said. 

“No cross ''vamination,” Mason said. 

Judge Hoyt cleared his throat. “Mr. Mason.” 

“Yes, Your Honor.” 

“The Court is not unfamiliar with the fact that some- 
times attorneys try to take advantage pf the Court.” 

“Yes, Your Honor.” 

“1 am not accusing you of doing that.” 

“Thank you. Your Honor.” 

“1 am aware, however, that a desperate and resourceful 
attorney might seek to refrain from cross-examining wit- 
nesses and then raise the claim that the attorney had been 
intimidated by the remarks of the prosecutor and the re- 
marks of the Court. I therefore charge you, Mr. Mason, 
that not only is the Court not trying to restrain you from 
any proper cross-examination of witnesses, but I believe 
it is your duty as the attorney representing the defendant, 
to cross-examine witnesses who are called against her*” 

“Yes, Your Honor.” 

“Now then, in view of that statement do you wish to 
recall any of these witnesses for cross-examination?” 

“No, Your Honor.” 

Judge Hoyt said, “Let the record sj^ow that the Court 
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has again given the defense an opportunity to cross- 
examine witrfesses and that the attorney for the defense 
refuses to make such cross-examination.” 

"So stipuleted,” Masl>n said cheerfully. 

Hamilton Burger glowered at him. 

"Harold Ogelsby take the stand," Hamilton Burger 
said. 

Ogelsby came forward, was sworn, identified himself 
as being a police detective. 

"Did you have occasion to interrogate the defendant on 
the morning of the fourth of this month?" 

"I did, yes, sir.” 

"That was the day after the body of George C. Lutts 
had been discovered?” 

"Yes, sir.” 

"Did you ask her to make any statements?” 

"1 advised her of her rights. I told her that if she made 
any statements, they might be used against her. I told her 
that if she could make any explanation as to why she had 
been out in the vicinity at the time^ that is, any explana- 
tion whidi would be reasonably satisfying, we would re- 
lease her.” 

"And. did she make any statement?” 

"No.” 

"Just a minute,” Judge Hoyt said. "Do you wish to 
object to that, Mr. Mason?” 

"No, Your Honor.” 

"Well, the Court interposes an objection for you,” 
Ju^e Hoyt said. "There is no obligation on the part of 
a defendant tq make a statement. I note that this is not a 
case where the deffndant has specifically been accused of 
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crime and fails to deny it. This is a case where the defend* 
ant was called on to make a statement, and she remained 
silent. The Court*will strike the answer from the record. 
The Court will object to it on behalf of the defendant.” 

‘Very well. Your Honor,” Hamilton Burger said. "The 
point was merely preliminary.” 

“Then get tok the point you’re trying to make," Judge 
Hoyt snapped, his nerves badly frayed. 

"Yes, Your Honor.” Hamilton Burger was smiling now, 
suave and triumphant, all but ready to close his case, visu- 
alizing newspaper comments that, while Perry Mason 
had on occasion transformed the court of a committing 
magistrate into a three-ring circus, his pyrotechnics ‘had 
signally failed to materialize when Hamilton Burger him- 
self had taken over all phases of a preliminary hearing. 

"Now then,” Hamilton Burger said, “did you have 
occasion to search the purse of the defendant?” 

“1 asked her if she would let me look in it.” 

•“Did she raise any objection?” 

“No.” 

“Did you look in it?” 

“Yes.” 

"Now, 1 am not going to ask you about all of the things 
that you found, many of which may be irrelevant, but I 
am going to ask you if in that purse you found a piece of 
paper?” 

“I did.” 

“And what was the nature of that paper?” 

"It was a receipt from the Red Line Cab Company, 
receipt for cab seven-sixty-one, trip nine^ighty-four, in 
an amount of two dollars and ninety-five cents.” 
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“You say that was cab seven-sixty-one?” 

“Yes, sir.” * 

“You have that receipt here?” 

“I do.” 

“You foimd it in the defendant’s purse?” 

“Yes.” 

“1 ask that it be introduced in evidence,” Hamilton 
Burger said, “smd if the Court please, I will connect it 
up« 

“No objection,” Mason said cheerfully. “Stipulate that 
it may be received in evidence.” 

"Cross-examine,” Hamilton Burger said. 

“No questions,” Mason said. 

Judge Hoyt a^in started to say something, then 
checked himself. 

“Call Jerome C. Keddie to the stand,” Hamilton 
Burger said. 

Jerome Keddie came fonvard, was sworn, gave his 
name, address and occupation as that of a taxi driver for 
the Red Line Cab Company. 

“On the third of this month, were you operating a taxi- 
cab for the Red Line Cab Company?” 

“I was.” 

“What was the number of that cab?” 

“Number seven-sixty-onc.” 

“Where were you operating that cab at about four- 
forty-five on the afternoon of that day?” 

“I had deposited a fare at the country club at just 
about four-thirty. 1 was running back empty toward the 
city.” 
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"Did you follow a course which would take you near 
the point shown on this map. People's Exhibit A?" 

“I did, yes, sir. 

"What, if anything, happened* as you approached the 
intersection of this roadway?” 

“Well, when I came to the intersection I saw a very 
good-looking wpman, dressed in a white skirt and white 
shoes and a sort of sport jacket with red trim, hurrying 
out of this road that — ” 

"Just a moment. Indicating on this map by the words 
'this road,’ what do you mean?” 

The witness walked over to the map and indicated the 
road. 

"Let the record show that the witness is indicating 
the road, in fact, the only road, leadifig from the prop- 
erty where the body was discovered to the. main high- 
way,” Hamilton Burger said. "Now tlien, just resume 
your position on the stand, Mr. Keddie, and tell me what 
happened.” 

"This woman seejned very agitated and upset, very 
nervous. She flagged me down, and, of course, I was 
anxious to get a fare, so I pulled tlie car to a stop — ^I’d 
slowed down as soon as I saw her. I thought maybe she’d 
be looking for a cab. Well, she sure was. She was sure 
nervous and upset. She couldn’t tell me at first the way 
she wanted to go. She told me just to drive on toward 
town. I could see she was thinking. 

*^^ell, then she told me that she wanted to go to the 
Union Station. Well, I knew that was a blind becaust? — 

“That will do,” Judge Hoyt snapped. "If it is incumbent 
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upon the Court to protect the rights o£ the defendant, the 
Court will endeavor to do so. The witness will give none 
of his conclusions. Simply state the fac&.’* 

“Yes,” Haqiilton Bui^er said virtuously, “just state the 
facts.” 

“Well,” Keddie said, “she told me she wanted to go to 
the Union Station, and I too^ her there.” . 

“Did you have any other conversation?” 

“I asked her if she might be in trouble of some sort or 
other, if there was anything 1 could do to help.” 

“What did she say?” ' 

“She said she was all right.” 

“Did you notice her particularly?” 

‘T sure did.” 

“Who was that ’woman?” 

“The defendant.” 

“Point to her, please.” 

The witness' pointed to Sybil Harlan. 

“Let the record show the witness is pointing directly 
at the defendant, Sybil Harlan,” U^milton Burger said. 

“So stipulated,” Mason said affably. 

Judge Hoyt frowned at him. 

“Then what did you do?” Burger asked. 

“Well, 1 took her to the Union Station and drove 
away.” 

“How mudi was the fare, do you remember?” 

“I remember exactly. The fare was two dollars and 
ninety-five cents. She gave me three dollars and a half, 
which made a fifty-five cent tip.” 

“Did you watch to see where she went?” 
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“She walked into the station, then turned toward the 
cab stand out at the hack. I knew she was going to— “ 

“Never mind ydUr conclusions,” Judge Hoyt said. “The 
Court doesn’t want to have ato warn you again, 
MrtoKeddie.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Call me Yoijr Honor.’ ” 

“Yes, Your Honor.” 

“Go ahead,” Hamilton Burger said. 

“Well, that was all.” 

“Now, just a moment,” Hamilton Burger said. “Your 
taxicab, in common with all Red line cabs, is equipped 
with a taximeter which starts in operation when you pull 
your flag down, is tliat right?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“And that meter is coupled with the speedometer 
and a clockwork mechanism so the amount o£ the £are is 
registered?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“And when you mjinipulate the flag at the termination 
of the trip, that causes the amount to be rung up on the 
meter in the nature of a register and a slip of paper comes 
out which you give to the customet?” 

“Yes, sir. Most of them don’t take it, but the paper’s 
there.” 

“And did that happen in this case, when you termi* 
nated the trip at the Union Station?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“And what did the defendant do, if anything?” 

“She took the paper and put it in her purse.” 
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“Now then,” Hamilton Burger said, “I‘m going to 
show you thi^ piece o£ papei: and ask you if you know 
what it is.” 

“Yes, sir.”, 

“What is it?” 

“It’s the receipt from* my cab which I gave the de- 
fendant in this case.” 

“When?” 

“There at the Union Station.” 

“At what time?” 

“Oh, I reckon it wds just a minute or two after five 
when we got there.” 

“And what does that paper show?” 

“It shows that this was trip nine-eighty-four, that it was 
my cab, number Seven-sixty-one, that the amount of the 
meter was two dollars and ninety-five cents.” 

“That’s all,” Hamilton Burger said. 

The witness'got up and started to leave the stand. “Just 
a moment,” Mason said. “With tlie indulgence of the 
Ck>urt, I have a few questions to suk on cross-examina- 
tion.” 

Judge Hoyt, who had been somewhat apprehensive, 
settled back wfth an expression of relief on his face. 

“You recognize this slip?” Mason asked. 

“Yes.” 

“And you recognize the defendant?” 

*Ves, sir.” 

“You first saw the defendant that afternoon at the point 
you indicated on the map?” 

“Yes, sir.” . 

“So far as you know, had you ever seen her before?” 
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“I never saw her before igt all my life, as far as I know.” 

“When did you see her next?” Mason asked, quite casu- 
ally. 

“When I was asked to pick her'out of a lineup down at 
pol&e headquarters.” 

“When was that?” 

“Sometime on the morning of the fourth, about ten or 
eleven o’clock.” 

“Did you pick her out?” 

“I certa’nly did.” 

“You hadn’t seen her from the time you deposited her 
at the Union Station until you saw her again in that 
lineup?” 

“That’s right.” 

“Isn’t there a chance you’re mistaken?” 

“None whatever.” 

“Isn’t there a chance that some other time on the thifJ 
you may have had this young woman in your cab and 
that you have confused her identity in your own mind?” 

“None whatever.”* 

“You feel certain that you would have noticed this de- 
fendant if you had seen her again prior to the time you 
picked her out of the lineup?” 

“You mean after I saw her out there when she got in 
the cab tliat afternoon?” 

“Yes.” 

“Sure, I’d have known her. I knew her the next morn- 
ing when I picked her out of the lineup, didn’t I?” 

“Now then,” Mason said, “you keep some sort of a 
record of your own, do you not, in regard tp your trips?” 

“That’s right. 1 make a note of all^e trips I make.” 
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“And you telephone in to cab headquarters, announcing 
ivhen you’re inaking a trip. In other words, you tele* 
phoned in when you. started out to the country club?” 

“That's right.” 

“And when you started back, you reported that you 
were coming back empty?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“And then when you picked up a passenger, did you 
report that fact?” 

“That’s right, and I marked the Union Station down 
on my trip sheet.” 

“That’s right. You marked on your trip sheet the fact 
that you were going to the Union Station.” 

“That’s right.” 

“Do you have.t&at sheet with you?” 

“I do, yes, sir.” 

'Let me look at it, please.” 

"Objected to as incompetent, irrelevant, immaterial, 
not proper cross-examination and not the best evidence,” 
Hamilton Burger said. “That sheet ds not part of the of- 
ficial records of the company, that sheet was never shoxvn 
to the defendant. It is only the p>ersonal record of tlie wit- 
ness. It has n«> proper bearing, nor were any questions 
asked about it on direct examination.” 

“Overruled,” Judge Hoyt said. 

Ijamilton Burger smiled triumphantly. Now he had 
the record in such shape that the impartiality of the Court 
could not be questioned. Not only had Perry Mason not 
be^ curtailed in his cross-examination, but the Court 
had ovemiled^the district attorney’s objection to one of 
Perry Mason’s ques|ions. 
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“May I see the sheet, please?” 

The witness took a folded sheet of paper from his 
pocket, handed it to Perry Mason, and said, “1 keep this 
in connection with my own bookb. 1 check lin wi& the 
trips\t the taxicab company about once a week in order 
to make sure we’ve got them straight.” 

“I see,” Mason said. “What time do you go to work?” 

“Well, it varies, depending which shift I’m on.” 

“On the third of this month what time did you go to 
work?” 

“I went to work at four o’clock in the afternoon and got 
off at midnight.” 

“So you’d picked up your cab around four o’clock?” 

“Around tliere— actually, about ten minutes before 
four.” 

“The trip to the country club was then your first trip of 
the afternoon?” 

“No, that was the second trip. I’d picked up a man who 
wanted to go to the Jonathan Club. That was the first trip. 
Then I picked up this* fare for the country club. That was 
a good trip.” 

“How long did it take you to get out there?” 

“Right around twenty minutes.” 

“So then you had started that trip around four^ten in 
the afternoon?” 

“I guess so, right around there.” 

“And you had picked up your cab at what time?” 

“Well, my partner who ran the cab before I did was a 
little early getting in, about ten minutes early — ^we like 
to have them right in on time, but of course you can’t help 
It sometimes when you’re out on a calli You have to learn 
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to take things like that; if they’re not over ten or fifteen 
minutes late, nobody ever says anything. But we try to be 
on time or perhaps a little early. Of course, each driver 
wants to gefras much dse out of the cab as he can. 1 have 
to have it back in the lot there at twelve o’clock midnight: 
I want to get as much out of the bus as I can in the line of 
trips and tips, but 1 also want to give the next driver a 
break. If a man is over fifteen minutes late or if he makes 
a habit of being late, why then, you sometimes make 
trouble, but this time 0ie man before me came in a little 
early.” 

“So you started out at a little before four. You had one 
fare, which took you to the Jonathan Club. Then where 
did you go?” 

“Well, then I went down and got in line at the Biltmore 
Hotel. At that hour of the afternoon you can pick up a 
fare there without waiting very long. I waited there for 
about . . . oh, 1 don’t know ... I guess for four or five 
minutes and then soon as I got in position the doorman 
gave me this fare with the big bag^ of golf clubs. I knew 
that was going to be a good trip as soon as I saw the golf 
dubs.” 

“So,” Masdh said, “the trip which you made with the 
woman that you think is the defendant would then have 
been the third trip of the day.” 

^’That’s right.” 

"Now then,” Mason said, “I notice that when you took 
over this cab your sheet shows that you took it on at trip 
number nine-sixty-nine.” 

“Well, tha^’^ right if that’s what it shows.” 

“And what wou|d that mean?” 
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“That would mean that the man who’d checked out be* 
fore me had had up to and including trip nine-sixty-eight. 
My first trip woul(?be nine-sixty-nine.” 

“That would mean the trip to the Jonathjin Club.” 

“That’s right.” 

“Then your trip to the country club would have been 
trip nine-seventy^”' 

“That’s right.”' 

"And your trip with the defendant wduld have been 
nine-seventy-onc.” 

“I guess so. You've got the sheet. I haven’t.” 

“Well, look at it, please,” Mason said, walking over to 
the witness and showing him the sheet. 

“Okay, I'm looking at it.” 

“And that was correct? That was trip dine-seventy-one?” 

“That’s correct. Trip nine-seventy-one she is.” 

Mason said, “How does it happen, then, that this r6< 
ceipt you have identified as being the receipt you gave 
the defendant at the Union Station shows that it is for 
trip ninc-eighty-four?” 

“What?” 

“Just a moment, just a moment,” Hamilton Burgei 
shouted. “Just a moment. Let’s get this stcaight. Before 
the witness answers that question, I want to inspect the 
paper. I object to this method of interrogation. 1 object^ 
to the question as assuming facts not in evidence. I object 
to it as not being proper cross-examination.” 

“It’s proper cross-examination,” Judge Hoyt said, “but 
the witness will refrain from answering until the Codrt 
and counsel have had an opportunity to examine those 
papers.” 
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Hamilton Burget strode angrily up to stand beside 
Perry Mason,' his thick, powerful fingers all but snatched 
the paper from the hand of the witness, and he said to the 
clerk, "Where’s that taxi receipt? Let me take a look at 
that.” 

“Just a moment,” the judge said, “the Court wants to 
look at those papers, too, Mr. Prosecutpr.” 

“Yes, Your Honor, of course, certainly.” 

“Pass them tip here, please.” 

Hamilton Burger passed up the trip sheet and the taxi- 
cab receipt. 

He said, “1 submit, if the Court please, that there’s 
some technical error, something that can be explained. 
Perhaps it’s a misprint. I object to counsel asking ques- 
tions about this Vrip sheet of this witness on the ground 
that they are argumentative. The fiicts speak for them- 
selves. We’ll try to get this situation unscrambled later, 
without having the witness become hopelessly confused 
trying to explain some typographical error.” 

Judge Hoyt said, “The objectiop to the question will 
be . . . well, just a moment. The Court will reserve rul- 
ii^. The Court will ask the witness some questions, and 
the counsel fer each side will refrain from interrupting. 

“Mr. Keddie, do you understand this?” Judge Hoyt 
asked the witness^ 

“Well, I don’t understand how that number got on the 
receipt.” 

“You understand your trip sheet?” 

•“Yes.” 

“And is these a chance that your trip numbers on the 
trip sheet could h|ye been in error?” 
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“Well, now let's see. I£ 1 had made a mistake in copying 
down tlie trip number from the record on the meter, the 
real trip number that I should have copied would have 
been . . . let’s see . . . nine-eighty-ope, and, that would 
have iDeen my first trip to tlie Jonathan Club. Then nine* 
eighty-two . . . now, now wait a minute, it would have 
been nine-eighty-jwo, my trip to the Jonathan Club. Nine- 
eighty-three would have been my trip out to the country 
club, and nine-eighty-four would have been my trip with 
this woman here. Now, it doesn’t seem I could have made 
a mistake and copied down nine-eighty-two — I mean, it 
doesn’t seem as though I could have copied nine-sixty- 
nine when I was trying to write nine-cighty-two.” 

“Do you sometimes make mistakes?” Judge Hoyt asked. 

“Well, I suppose I do. I’ve made mi^kes. Sometimes 
I get a number wrong and sometimes I’ll plumb forget 
to put down a trip, but that doesn’t happen very often.* 
The records are all checked over by the main office about 
once a week. We get in and check these things over. They 
keep track of where we are . . . well, you know how it is, 
there’s always a temptation for a cabbie to knock down if 
he can do it, and they try to keep their records so they 
show what the cabs are doing and what the drivers are 
doing and . . . well, so nobody can knock down on 
’em.” 

“Now let me see,” Judge Hoyt said. “If you had taken 
over at nine-sixty-nine, then you would have gone to tJie 
.Jonathan Club on trip nine-seventy?” 

“That’s right.” 

“And this trip that you say you made with the de- 
fendant would then have been trip nine-sevfenty-one?” 
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"Well, that’s tlie way it should be, but that receipt sure 
shows nine-eighty-four.’’ 

Hamilton Burger said, "Now just a* minute, just a min- 
ute.’’ 

The judge said, "Don’t interrupt me. I’m trying to 
check these thmgs. Let’s see, I’m going to count these 
trips on your tflip sheet. This would Haye been trip nine- 
seventy-one . . . seventy-two . . . seventy-three . . . 
seventy-four . . seventy-five. . . 

Judge Hoyt counted down the trips, turned the page, 
adjusted his glasses, frowned at the sheet, looked over at 
Hamilton Burger, and said to the witness, "Well, Mr. 
Keddie, I notice that what would have been trip number 
nine-eighty-four on your sheet if you had started out at 
trip number nide-sixty-nine, as you said you did, would 
have been a trip which you have marked 'Looking at prop- 
Kcrty.’ ” 

“Let me see,” Keddie said. 

He took the sheet of paper and frowned over it. "Well, 
now, just a minute,” he said. "Wpit a minute. I ran re- 
member that trip. A couple of dames 1 picked up on 
North La Brea somewhere. They wanted to go look at 
some properly. They told me to drive out and look at some 
property, and then they told me to drive down some street 
and all of a sudden one of ’em said, ‘Here it is. Stop right 
hne.’ She started all at oi)ce yelling at me to stop. I 
stopped and they got out and paid off.” 

“Was one of those women this defendant?” Judge Hoyt 
aSked. 

“Nope. I didn’t see her from the time I picked her up 
out there until I ^w her in the lineup the next morning!'’ 
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"Are you sure?” the judge asked. “Do you remember? 
You say there were two 'women?” 

“Well, now let’s 'see,” Keddie said. "One o£ those 
women was a little chunky and the Other one ... I can’t 
remember her very well. Judge. You pick up lots of peo- 
ple and — ” 

“The point is, tan you swear that she wasn’t the defend- 
ant?” 

“Well, I can’t remember her so clearly, but I never saw 
tills defendant until the lineup the next morning ... I 
mean, after that trip when 1 picked her up out there at 
that intersection.” 

“Are you positive you never saw the defendant from the 
time you picked her up out there at tlie point indicated 
on this map until you saw her in the lineup the next morn- 
ing?” 

“Oh, if the Court please,” Hamilton Burger, "I think" 
now we are beginning to see the pattern of this — ” 

“Just a minute,” Judge Hoyt said. “Just a minute. I 
don’t want counsel for»either side to intemipt me. I want 
to finish this line of questioning in my own way.” 

“Yes, Your Honor,” Hamilton Burger said. 

“I, too, would like to ask a question,” Mbson told the 
Court. 

“You may ask it when I finish,” Judge Hoyt snapped. 

“I submit,” Mason said, “that in a matter of this sort, 
counsel should not be precluded from cross-examining 
■ the witness, kly rights have been somewhat curtailed, and 
I—” 

^ “The Court will do the questioning a^ this point,” 
Judge Hoyt said. “Counsel will be quie|. 
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“Novr, I Tvant to have this definitely understood,’* Judge 
Hoyt continued, turning to the witness. “Is there any 
reasonable chance that this receipt, which was apparently 
taken from, the defendant’s purse, is the receipt for a trip 
made later in the evening, the trip that you have referred 
to as the pickup of two women at North La Brea?” 

The witness fidgeted a bit on the witness stand. 

‘Tes or no?’" Judge Hoyt asked. 

“Yes, there ts a chance,” the witness admitted. 

“How much of a chance?” 

“Well, if you’re going to put it that way. Judge, Your 
Honor, I suppose there’s a pretty good chance.” 

“That’s what I wanted to know,” Judge Hoyt snapped. 

“I want to ask^a question,” Hamilton Burger said. 

“I beg your pardon,” Mason told him. “I think I was 
cross-examining the witness. I haven’t finished with my 
tross-examination.” 

“Well, I think I’m entitled to ask a question at this 
time, anyway, in order to get this thing straightened out 
for the Court,” Hamilton Burger srid. 

“The Court is quite able to straighten things out for 
itself, if they can be straightened,” Judge Hoyt said. “The 
Court doesnY need a guardian or an interpreter.” 

“Your Honor, I think the answer is obvious,” Hamilton 
Burger said. “This defendant undoubtedly knows one of 
the women who made that trip out from North La Brea 
and got this receipt from that woman. It’s very easy to see 
the way the thing was manipulated. The women cruised 
around without 'giving this taxi driver any definite direc- 
tions. As sooq is the meter had reached the amount of two 
dollars and ninety-five cents, these women got out, to(9t 
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the receipt and, undoubtedly, following the instructions 
of adroit counsel, delivcired the receipt to the defendant 
so that it would be lEound in her purse, thereby laying a 
trap for the witness. 

"That, Your Honor, not only constitutes unprofessional 
conduct, but it*s the strongest declaration of guilt we could 
possibly have because it shows that even at that time, 
the defendant knew she was going to be qud^tioned about 
this trip and participated in arrangements tb trap the law 
enforcement officers.’’ 

"Do you have anything to say on that point, Mr. 
Mason?” Judge Hoyt asked. 

"Why should I?” Mason asked. “That’s the district at- 
torney’s theory. He isn’t under oath. He doesn’t know 
what happened.. In the due course of time, at the proper 
time and place, I will show what happened. I will prove 
that this man has testified to certain things which simply 
aren’t so. He is the victim of his own mistaken recollec- 
tion.” 

Judge Hoyt stroked ^he angle of his chin. "Well," he 
said, "you go ahead, Mr. Mason, and continue with your 
cross-examination. The Court \vill state, however, that 
this is a most unusual situation and one which the Court 
feels should be investigated.” 

"I’ll say so,” Hamilton Burger muttered disgustedly. 

Mason turned to the witness. "When you say that you 
picked up the defendant out there at the point you in- 
stated on the map, around a quarter to five in the after 
noon, did you pay particular attention to her clothes?” 

"I did.” 

"'Did ydu pay particular attention to bfr faie?” 
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“I notice4 it was pale.” 

“Did she have a hat, or was she bareheaded?” 

“She . . . well, now, wait a minute . . . I — ” 

“Don’t say unless you’re sure,” Mason said. 

“To tell you the truth, I’m not sure.” 

“Was she wearing earrings?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Did she carry a handbag?” 

“Yes, she carried a handbag, I know, because she took 
the money out o£ it.”, 

“Now, you noticed her face particularly?” 

“I noticed it was pale.” 

“And you say positively that it was this defendant?” 

“Well . . . 1 thought it was this defendant.” 

“But now that you think things over, there is a possi- 
bility that you have confused the face of that woman with 
the face of a. woman who was in your cab later on in the 
evening, and when you saw the defendant in the lineup, 
you simply knew that her face was familiar and therefore 
picked her out.” 

The cab driver again shifted his position. 

“I don’t think that’s a fair question,” Hamilton Burger 
said. 

“What’s unfair about it?” Judge Hoyt asked. 

“He’s trying to trap the witness,” Burger said. 

‘He has a right to,” Judge Hoyt snapped. “Objection 
overruled. The witness will answer the question.” 

The embarrassed taxi driver said, “Well, to tell you the 
6ruth, now you’ve got me confused and I don’t know just 
what did happen.” 



NERVOUS ACCOMPLICE 145 

"You now think there is a possibility that your memory 
played a trick on you?” Mason asked. 

“It’s a possibility all right." 

"And that the time that you saw this defendant was 
later on in the evening, and the person you picked up 
there at approximately quarter to five might have been 
someone other than tlie defendant?” 

“To tell you the truth, I don't know wlAt happened,” 
the cab driver said. "I thought I did, but ndW I don't.” 

"That’s all, ' Mason said. 

Hamilton Burger pounced on the witness. "Now don’t 
let some smart lawyer mix you all up,” he said. "You know 
what you saw and what you didn’t see. Now, you saw the 
defendant on the third of this month.” 

The witness hesitated. 

"You said you did, was that right or wasn’t it?” 

"1 saw her sometime on the thiid, all right, because I 
knew her on the fourth when I saw Jier in the lineup.” 

Hamilton Burger said, "From the time you first saw 
her on the third, did ygu ever see her again until you saw 
her in the lineup on the fourth?” 

“No,” the witness said. "I’m positive of that I saw her 
once before I saw her in the lineup, but I never saw her 
twice.” 

"Only once,” Hamilton Burger said. 

“That’s right.” 

“And to the best of your recollection, the time you first 
■ saw her was out there at the point that you have indicated 
on tlie map at around four-forty-five in the evening.” 

“Well, that’s the way I did feel about it, but I’m kind of 
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mixed up now. I’m sort of going around in circles. To tell 
you the truth, 1 don’t know when 1 saw her.” 

’’All right,” Hamilton Burger said disgustedly, "if that’s 
the way yoji want iL”* 

The district attorney walked back and dropped himself 
into his chair at the counsel table. 

"In other words,” Mason said suave'ly^ his voice friendly 
and informalv "when you say you don’t know just when 
you saw her, you mean you don’t know what time on the 
third you saw her.” 

“That’s right, yes.”' 

"You just know that you saw her some time on the 
third, and therefore when you saw her face in the lineup 
on the fourth, it was familiar to you and so you picked 
her out.” 

"I guess that's what must have happened.” 

, “That’s your best recollection at the present time?” 
Mason asked. 

"Now just a moment,” Hamilton Burger said. "That 
question is argumentative. A very apparent flimflam has 
been worked on this witness to get him confused and — ” 

"Are you making an objection to the Ck>urt?” Mason 
asked, his va'ce cracking like a whiplash. 

1 am. 

"Make it to the Court then,” Mason said. 

"I object. Your Honor. This is not proper cross^xami* 
nation. It’s incompetent, irrelevant and immaterial.’’ 

"Overruled,” Judge Hoyt snapped. 

• "To tell you the truth. Judge,” the witness said, "the 
more I get to thinking of it, the more I feel that maybe 
she was one bf those two women I picked up out there dn 
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La Brea. I’ve been sitting here watching her, the way she 
holds her head and . . . well, it could have been.” 

“But,” Mason said, “you are positive that you only saw 
her once on the third?” 

“Wfell, yes.” 

“But you think the time you saw her was on the third 
trip you made aft&r starting out, don’t you?” Hamil* 
ton Burger said. 

“Objected to as leading and suggestive,” Mason said. 

“Oh, Your Ilonor, this is on redirect examination,” 
Hamilton Burger prc»tested. 

“That doesn’t give you the right to put words into the 
mouth o£ your own witness. 1 don’t care what stage o£ the 
examination it is. 

“Nevertheless,” Judge Hoyt said, “tlJis is a peculiar 
situation. I’m going to overrule the objection. I want the 
witness to answer, and I think he’s entitled to answer.” 

“Well,” Keddie said, “to tell you the truth, I thought 
that she was this woman 1 picked up tlien. Now, I’m just 
not sure, and that’s all there is to it, but I do know that i£ 
she is the same woman*I picked up out there by the coun- 
try club. I’d have known her i£ I saw her a second time.” 

“Then she couldn't have been one of th^ women you 
picked up on North La Bres^?” 

“Not i£ she was the one I picked up by the country 
club.” 

“That’s all,” Hamilton Burger said. 

• Mason, smiling affably, said, “Then as I understand it, 
if it 'turns out she was one of the women you picked up on 
La Brea, she couldn’t have been the woman you picked 
wp out near the country club?” 
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"That’s right. If I ever saw that woman again. I’d have 
known her ' . . like I did when 1 saw her in that lineup 
. . . only maybe the time I saw hcr*’on La Brea — Now 
wait a minute. I just don’t know.’’ 

“You do know you saw this woman on tlie afternoon or 
evening of June third?” Mason asked. 

“Yes.” 

“And you only saw her once on that day?” 

“That women I picked up by the country club I only 
saw once on that day, that’s for sure.” 

“That’s all,” Mason said. 

“No questions,” Hamilton Burger said disgustedly. 

“Is there any more evidence, Mr. Burger?” Judge Hoyt 
asked. 

Hamilton Bulger said, “Well, Your Honor, I feel ab- 
solutely positive that the gun which has been introduced 
^in evidence was purchased by the husband of this" de- 
fendant, Mr. Enright A. Harlan. But, at the moment, I 
am not in a position to prove it.” 

“May I ask why?” Judge Hoyt asked. 

“Well, somebody signed the name Enright A. Harlan 
to the purchase slip and the firearms register, but appar- 
ently that is ijot the handwriting of Mr. Harlan. It would 
seem to be the handwriting of a woman.” 

“The defendant?” Judge Hoyt asked. 

“No, Your Honor, I am sorry to say that it is not the 
Handwriting of the defendant. Apparently, some other 
woman signed the name of Enright A. Harlan. The dealer, 
at the present time, has no independent recollection of 
the circumstances surrounding the purchase.” 

“Can you show possession of the gun?” 
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"The only way I could show possession o£ the gun is by 
the testimony o£ the husband, and, o£ course, 1 would be 
met with the prompt o^ection that in, an action of this 
sort husband can’t testify against his wife without the 
wife's consent." 

"I see," Judge Hpyt said, frowning thoughtfully. 

"I think it’s quite apparent what happened here," 
Hamilton Burger said. "A scheme was cooked up for the 
purpose of confusing this witness. I feel that this is a mat- 
ter which the Court should look into. 1 think it is a con- 
tempt of Court.” 

“I don’t sec how you make a contempt of Court out of 
it,’’ Judge Hoyt said. ‘ But it’s quite possible the Bar Asso- 
ciation might be interested.” 

Judge Hoyt glowered at Perry Mason. 

"Why?” Perry Mason asked. 

Judge Hoyt’s face deepened into a frown. "You should’ 
know why,” he said. “If your knowledge of legal ethics is 
so sketchy that you can’t see why witliout my explanation, 
you had better study legal ethics.” 

“I’ve studied them," Mason said. "I am entitled to 
cross-examine a witness. I am entitled to do anything that 
is legitimate for the purpose of testing the ibcollection of 
the witness. If this witness had been absolutely positive 
that the woman he picked up out there was tlic defendant,,, 
and if the defendant had again engaged this cab on t^c 
evening of the third, he would then have recognized her 
instantly and said, ‘Good evening, ma’am. I had you as a 
passenger earlier in the day.’ ” 

"But she didn’t engage the cab again,” Hamilton 
it^urger said. "Counsel was afraid to^take^ that chance. 
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That’s the unfair part of it. He had some other 'women 
engage the cab and then give the receipt to this defend 
ant.” 

“You’re making that as an accusation?” Mason asked. 

“Yes, I’m making it as an accusation.” 

“And you’re willing to state to this Court that th^ de> 
fendant was not in the cab on the evening of the third — 
we’re talking ‘about legal ethics now, Mr. District Attor* 
ney; you’re making a representation of fact to the 
Court.” 

“Well, now wait a minute,” Hamilton Burger sput- 
tered, “1 only know what the witness said.” 

“And the witness said that he wasn’t sure. Now are 
you going to tell the Court you are sure?” 

“You’re not going to cross^xamine mel” Hamilton 
Burger shouted. 

t “If you make statements of fact to the Court, I’m most 
certainly going to cross-examine you,” Mason said. 

“Come, come, gentlemen,” Judge Hoyt said. “This is 
rapidly developing into a situation the Court doesn’t 
like.” 

“Well,” Mason said, “I’m not going to let myself be 
accused of u2iprofessional conduct. If 1 had been prepar- 
ing this case for the prosecution, if 1 had been confronted 
with a taxicab receipt numbered trip nine<ighty-four, I 
certainly would have checked to see what trip nine-eighty- 
four was.” 

“Yes,” Judge Hoyt said. “I think the district attorney 
ihust admit that this entire situation has been predicated 
upon' lax investigative work somewhere in the case. It is a 
peculiar situatior^ that this receipt should have been in- 
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traduced in evidence as the receipt £or a particular trip.” 

“Well, it was the same amount and the same date and 
the same cab, and ifi possession of the defendant,” Hamil- 
ton Burger blurted. 

“Exactly,” Judge Hoyt said. “And the Court feels that 
under the circumstances, it certainly would have been in 
order to have checked it to find out what trip it was.” 

Hamilton Burger started to say something, then appar- 
ently thought better of it. 

Mason said, “If this witness had been telling the truth, 
if he could have made an absolute identification of the 
defendant, nothing that might have happened subse- 
quently on the evening of the third could have confused 
him. If he permitted himself to become confused, it 
because he wasn’t as positive of his identification as the 
authorities tried to make him think he was when he 
picked the defendant out of the lineup tlie next mom- 
ing. 

“That, unfortunately, is now an inescapable conclu- 
sion,” Judge Hoyt said. “Regardless of how it happened, 
Mr. Prosecutor, you must admit that the testimony of 
thb witness has become hopelessly impaired. You would 
hardly be in a position to use this witness Jn front of a 
jury to make an absolute identification.” 

“I'll cross that bridge when I come to it,” Hamilton 
Bui^er said angrily. “Rig^t now, I’m interested in finding* 
out how it happened that this trap was set. Your Honbr 
must realize that if the defendant hadn’t had a guilty con- 
science, she wouldn’t have manipulated things so that 
there would have been this unforeseen development.” 

“I’m not too certain,” Judge Hoyt said. ^‘How do we 
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know that this witness didn't confuse the faces o£ two peo- 
ple who got in his cab on the third of the month?” 

“Well, of course,” Hamilton Burger ;5aid angrily, “if 
that’s goin^ to be the Court's attitude — " 

“The Court’s attitude is determined from the testimony, 
Mr. Prosecutor,” the judge interrupted coldly. 

“Yes, Your Honor.” 

“Now, proceed.” 

Hamilton Burger appeared undecided. 

“Of course,” Judge Hoyt said, “in a preliminary exam- 
ination you only need to show that a crime has been com- 
mitted and that there is reasonable cause to believe the 
defendant has committed that crime. However, in the 
present state of the proof, the evidence is entirely circum- 
stantial and the evidence which is before the Court is 
hopelessly contradictory.” 

Hamilton' Burger said, “I can dismiss this proceeding 
without prejudice and 1 can then file another complaint.” 

'‘Or you can go before the grand jury and ask for an 
indictment and avoid a preliminary examination alto- 
gether,” Judge Hoyt suggested. 

"Of course,” Hamilton Burger said, “that is exactly 
what counselj.was trying to bring about. The more oppor- 
tunities he has to cross-examine the prosecution’s wit- 
nesses, the more opportunities he has for finding some 
minor inconsistency which can be distorted and magni- 
fied into something that is out of all proportion to its 
significance.” 

9 "Is there any proof that the defendant was riding in the 
automobile with the decedent when it was driven up 
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to that house?” Judge Hoyt asked. “Were there any latent 
fingerprints o£ the,de£endant in the automobile?” 

Hamilton Burger said shamefacedly, “Frankly, Your 
Honor, we didn’t look. We felt that the positive identifica- 
tion^f this cab driver, putting the defendant at the scene 
of tlie crime, was. all we needed, particularly when we 
learned the weapon in the case had been sjold to her hus- 
band-. It wasn’t until we started checking ^at we realized 
the signature on the firearms registration was that of 
another person, who had evidently been sent to pick up 
the gun for Mr. Harlan.” 

“Well, what do you want to do with this case?” Judge 
Hoyt asked. 

“I’d like to have the defendant boufld over,” Hamilton 
Burger said tentatively. 

Judge Hoyt shook his head. “Not unless you have some 
additional evidence.” 

“Well, I don’t want the Court to turn the defendant 
loose,” Burger said. 

Judge Hoyt showed* his exasperation. “I have been en- 
deavoring to give you every consideration, Mr. Prosecu- 
tor. I appreciate your position, and the Court feels that 
there may have been some very ingenious device used 
here at least to confuse the identification. However, the 
fiict remains that the identification is confused. Now, if* 
you want to dismiss the case before the Court rules 
on it, go ahead and dismiss it.” 

“I move to dismiss this case,” Hamilton Burger said; , 

“Very well, the case is dismissed; the defendant is dis- 
charged from custody.” 
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“I’m going to ask the Court to order the defendant to 
remain in custody until 1 can get other proceedings.” 

Judge Hoyt shook his head. “You can have the defend- 
ant arrested on a warrant, if you wish. Or you can have 
her arrested on suspicion of murder while you are waiting 
for the grand jury to act. As far as the Court is concerned, 
once the proceedings are dismissed the defendant is dis- 
charged from custody.” 

“Very well. Your Honor,” Hamilton Burger said. 

“Court's adjourned,” Judge Hoyt snapped. 

As soon as the judge had arisen from the bench, the 
prosecutor marched out of the courtroom, his face livid 
with anger. 

Perry Mason grinned at Sybil Harlan. “Well,” he said, 
“that’s the first round.” 

“What do I do now?” she asked. 

‘Wait here,” Mason said. “You’re going to be rear- 
fested.” 

“And I sit here and wait for that?” 

“Sure.” 

“What about that taxi driver?” 

Mason said, “By the time Hamilton Burger gets him 
in front of a 'jury, he’ll have changed his story all around. 
But we’ll have this transcript on which we can impeach 
.him, and that will keep his testimony somewhat in line. 
After he’s thought it over, he’ll state that, giving the mat- 
ter second thought, he feels that you probably were one 
of the two women who got in the taxicab later’ on in the 
evening and that you also were the one whom he took to 
the Union Station.” 

“What wih yov do if he says that?” 
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Mason grinned. “I’ll ask him how it happened that 
when the matter was fresh in his mind he was so positive 
that you hadn’t again entered the cab. I’ll give him a bad 
time. Who signed for the gun that your husband bought?’* 

“Itdiink it was his secretary.” 

“Well,” Mason ^id, “they’ll find out who signed his 
name. They’ll sorve a subpoena on her, put her on the 
stand, and have her identify her signature. They’ll ask 
her what she did with the gun she received, and she’ll be 
forced to say that she gave it to your husband.” 

“Then what?” 

“By that time,” Mason said, “we’ll have tried to find 
out something else to do. In the meantime, I’m goihg 
to — ” 

Enright Harlan pushed open the gate that separated 
the space reserved for lawyers and came striding toward 
them. 

Sybil Harlan gave him one brief glance and then, as 
she saw the expression on his face, stiffened as though 
bracing herself against the physical impact of a blow. 

“I’ve just heard something, Sybil,” he said. 

“Well?” 

“Mrs. Doxey, the daughter of George Lufts, told Roxy 
Glafiin that you were the one who furnished Perry Mason 
with the money to buy a stock interest in the Sylvan* 
Glade Development Company, so you could throw a mu'!* 
key wrench in the machinery.” 

“Now, just a minute,” Mason said. “Take it easy.” ^ 

Harlan didn’t even look at the lawyer but stood look- 
ing straight at his wife. “Is it true, Sybil?” 

*“Hold on a minute,” Mason said. “We have a bunch of 
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newspaper reporters back there. This is a hell of a time 
to start a hunily row.” 

“Will you deny it?” Enright Harlan asked. 

Sybil met his eyes. “Do we have to discuss it now, 
Enny?” 

“Yes'.” 

“No, I won’t deny it. It’s true. She was trying to steal 
something very dear to me, and 1 decided I’d give her 
something to think of.” 

“You’re doing Roxy a great wrong, Sybil. She can’t 
control her emotions any more than anyone. Love comes 
and love goes. It isn’t something you can turn on and off 
whenever you want to, like a water faucet. You don’t have 
that much contrpl of your emotions. But Roxy would 
never have done anything underhanded.” 

“Oh no, oh no, not that little minxi Of course nott Cer- 
tainly notl All right, I retained Mr. Mason. Now what?” 

“I’m sorry,’* Enright Harlan said coldly, and turned 
away. 

“Wait a minute, Harlan,” Mason said. “Come back 
here.” 

Harlan paused, looked over his shoulder. 

“You don’f want to do a trick like that,” Mason told 
him. ‘You can’t add that handicap to the load your wife’s 
carrying. Newspaper reporters are watching you. If they 
see you turn away like this, they’ll — 

“Let the whole world see me turn away,” Harlan said 
and deliberately turned his bad:. 

As he walked out of the courtroom, a couple of alert 
photographers,, looking for a dramatic picture, snapped 
his angry featuresc 
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Mason moved around so that temporarily his body con- 
cealed Sybil Harlan’s face. “Don’t cry,’’ he said. “Re- 
member, we’re playing poker. Chin up. Can you manage 
a smile?’’ 

“Hell no,’’ she said. “I can’t keep from crying for over 
thirty seconds. Get .that matron! Let me get out of here.’* 

Mason caught *Della Street’s eye. “Go with her, Della. 
Get her out of here.’’ 

“What are you going to do?’’ Della Street asked. 

“Divert the attention of those reporters,’’ Mason said, 
striding after Enright Harlan. 

Mason caught up with Harlan as the tight-lipped hus- 
band was waiting at the elevators. 

“Harlan!” he called. 

Harlan spun on his heel, looked coldly at Mason. 
“What is it this time?” 

Mason, conscious of the reporters crowding him from 
behind, said, “You can’t get away with it that easy.” 

“What do you mean?” 

Mason said, “Your 'Arife asked you a simple question. 
She’s entitled to an answer. How did that gun get out of 
your possession and up at the scene of the murder?” 

Enright Harlan, thrown entirely off balance, said, 
“What the . . . what die hell are you trying to do?” 

“As your wife’s lawyer, I’m trying to find out who killed 
George C. Lutts.” 

“Then you’d better ask the person who killed him!” 

“This question I’m asking you. You can’t keep walking 
out on it.'* 

*rhe elevator came to a stop. Enright, Harlan hesitated 
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for a moment, then shouldered his way into the crowded 
elevator without a word. 

Mason turned back toward the courtroom. Newspaper 
reporters Mocked his way. “What about the gun, Mr. 
Mason? What were you insinuating? What*s cooking? Are 
Harlan and his wife at odds?" 

Mason said,^ “I’m trying to find out about certain evi- 
dence, that’s all.” 

f 

“What about the gun? Why did you ask Harlan that 
question?” 

“Because the district attorney says it’s his gun.” 

“Well,” one of the reporters said, “his wife could have 
taken it.” 

“And so could Harlan,” Mason said. 

“Good Lord, he’s standing back of his wife. You don’t 
mean to insinuate that he — 

“He gave that gun to someone,” Mason said. “I’d like 
to find out who it was,” and pushed past the reporters. 
He met Della Street coming out of the courtroom, drew 
her to one side. “Everything under control?” 

“Yes, she didn’t cry until after she got out of the court- 
room.” 

“Say anything?” Mason asked. 

Della Street said, “She looked at me and said, ‘That’s 
‘what I get for underestimating an adversary. Let them 
kill me now.’ She was white and shaking." 

“All right,” Mason told her, “now we know what the 
district attorney’s case is and we can go to work.” 
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Perry Mason vushed down on the foot throttle, 
sending his car whining up the steep grade. He brought 
it to a stop in front of the big three-storied*house. 

“You sit here, Della,” he said. “Shut the motor off. I’ll 
fire two shots. Press the horn button once if you hear one 
shot, twice if you hear two shots. 

“After that, turn on the radio. I’ll fire two more shots. 
Give me tlie same signal.” 

Della Street nodded. 

Mason took a skeleton key from his pocket. 

“Will the police frown on this procedure?’^ Della Street 
asked. 

“What procedure?” 

“The breaking and ^ntry part, the skeleton key.” 

Mason grinned. “I’m a stockholder in the company 
that owns the building. Even Hamilton Burger can’t find 
a loophole in that.” 

“The police have finished searching tlie place?” 

“Yes. They’ve been over it with a fine-toothed comb 
They found one other bullet.” 

“They did? When?” 

“Late last night. It was embedded in the will on the 
south side and had been fired from the fatal gun.” 

“You didn’t tell me.” 

*“I didn’t know it myself until this m^miifg.” 

»59 
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"Then there’s only one other bullet to be accounted 
for?" 

"Yes. The two bullets from the Peters’ shells have now 
been found.«The U.M.C. bullet is missing.” 

"Those are blank cartridges you’re using?" 

"That’s right.’’ 

"Do they make the same amount of noise as the ones 
witli bullets?” ' 

"I hope so,’^ Mason said. “I don’t dare to shoot any 
bullets to find out. We’ll make a reasonable test." 

“What do you want io prove?" 

"Whether my client is lying.’’ 

"If she isn’t?” 

"So much the Jjetter.” 

"And if she is?” 

"She’s still my client/’ Mason said, and fitted his skele> 
ton key to tfie lock in the door. 

Mason climbed the first flight of stairs, looked around 
at the gloomy rooms, inhaled the musty air, then started 
up the second flight, paused midr^ay up the flight to in- 
spect the reddish-brown stain which had soaked into the 
wood, marking the place where the body of George C. 
Lutts had bdsn resting when discovered by his startled 
son-in-law. 

He climbed to the third floor, looked out of the window 
down the steep slope to the place wh^re Roxy Claflin’s 
house gleamed in the sunlight, a vision of white stucco, 
red-tiled ’roof, blue-tiled swimming pool, walled patio, 
green shrubbery and velvet lawns, the well-kept luxury 
of the place st^ding in sharp contrast to the contractor’s 



NERVOUS ACCOMPLICE l6l 

unpainted board shack at the foot of the grade where the 
raw earth had been ripped away. 

Mason stood with his back to the window. He 
raised a thirty-eight caliber revolver and puHed the trig- 
ger twice. The echoes of the explosion died away. From 
down below came ^he blast of an automobile horn. A sec- 
ond later there was another blast. 

Mason waited for a full minute, then raised the gun and 
fired two more shots. This time there was no sound of the 
automobile horn. 

Mason pushed the gun back in his pocket and de- 
scended the stairs. 

“Okay?" Della Street asked. 

“Okay,” he said. “How plainly did you hear them?” 

"I heard the two plainly. After that, nothing.” 

“Were you trying to listen for the second two?” 

“When the 'radio was on, I tried to sit back, listening 
to the radio the way a person would.” 

“How loud did you have it on?” 

“Pretty loud. Not blasting my eardrums out, but good 
and loud just the same.” 

“In other words, you were trying to give our client a 
break?” 

“Well ... I suppose I was.” 

"We can’t do it that way,” Mason said. “We have to* 
know the real facts.” 

He got in beside Della Street, turned the radio on, 
adjusted the volume. “Leave it just like that, Defla.” 

Again Mason climbed the stairs, waited a minute and 
fired two shots. This time there wer^ two blasts from the 
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hom below. They were short, as though Della Street had 
been reluctant to press the hom button. 

Mason sighed, put the g^n in his pocket and descended 
the stairs. Ke found Della Street sitting in the automo- 
bile, tears in her eyes. 

Mason patted her shoulder. “Don’t; take it too hard, 
Della. I had to know ... that’s all.” 

“I like her, ^ief.” 

“So do I, but we can’t control the facts.’’ 

“Will the police make this experiment?” 

“After she tells her story. You couldn’t hear the shots 
when the radio was loud?” 

“No.” 

“Would you l\ave heard these last two if you hadn’t 
been listening for them?” 

She wiped her eyes. “I’d like to say no. Chief, but that 
■Won’t help her. Yes, they came in very clearly. 

“Of course,” Della Street pointed out, “she may say 
she was listening to some program that was real noisy.” 

Mason nodded without enthusiasm. “I’m not going to 
put any words in her mouth, Della. I’m just going to ask 
her.” 

“The radic^ wasn’t left turned on when you and Doxey 
drove up?” 

“No. She says she shut it o£E when she went in the 
house.” 

“Where’s the car now?” Della Street asked. “A lot might 
depend oh what station the radio indicator was on.” 

“The police have the car. They’re making a belated 
search for fingerprints.” 

“Finding any?’' 
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“They’re not telling." 

“So what do we do now?” 

“Now,” Mason said, “I think we’re ready to talk with 
Mrs. Doxey. I want to find out how it happened she told 
Mrs.*'>GlafQn about Sybil Harlan having retained me to 
throw a monkey jvrench in the machinery.” 

“That was a mean thing to do,” Della Street said, “right 
when Mrs. Harlan thought her husband w^ going to stand 
back of her, right when she thought Mrs. (]laffin had been 
put in- her place.” 

Mason nodded. 

“Chief, suppose Mrs. Harlan is telling the truth. Some- 
one must have been concealed in that house, waiting for 
Lutts. After all, you know, Lutts was a pjretty smooth oper- 
ator, and there undoubtedly were people who didn’t like 
him.” 

“Let’s look at the sheer mechanics of the tningj” Mason 
said. "The murderer fired at least two shots; one of them 
went into Lutts’ chest at a distance of about eighteen to 
twenty inches, the other one missed him and went into 
the wall. What would be the sequence of those shots?” 

"What do you mean?” 

Mason said, “After having shot Lutts in*the heart at a 
distance of eighteen to twenty inches, the murderer would 
hardly have fired a second shot into the wall just for pra<« 
tice.” 

She nodded. 

“Therefore,” Mason said, "we have to assunte the first 
shot was' fired at Lutts and it missed him.” 

Again Della Street nodded. 

“So,” Mason said, “we try to reconstruct !he conditions 
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under which that first shot was fired. In all probability^ 
Lutts had his {>ack turned.’* 

“WhyMo you say that?” 

“1 think k’s logical. I don’t think his murderer would 
have pulled a gun, aimed and fired, i£ Lutts had been 
standing facing the murderer.” 

“Well, he certainly was facing the murderer when the 
second shot was fired.” 

“Exactly,” IV^ason said. “Which indicates that the first 

shot was fired when he had his back turned. Then that shot 

% 

was a miss. Lutts n^t have whirled at the sound of the 
shot. He saw the murderer standing there, holding a gun. 
He could have done either one of two things." He could 
have tried to run, away or he could have charged toward 
the murderer. Apparently he charged.” 

“How can you tell?” 

“Either he .charged toward the murderer or the mur- 
derer charged toward him,” Mason said. “The first shot 
wouldn’t have been a miss at twenty inches. Therefore, the 
distance between the murderer and the victim must have 
been shortened materially between the time the first shot 
was fired and the time the second shot was fired.” . 

“That’s right,” Della Street said. 

“So either Lutts was charging the murdeiC^er or the mur- 
/lerer was dialing Lutts. Now then, at eighteen to 
twenty inches — and mind you, that’s twenty inches from 
th&end of the gun to the chest of the victim — Lutts would 
have been trying to do something to protect himself.” 

Mason took a tape measure from his pocket, said, *Get 
out, will you, Della? I want to try an experiment. Here, 
hold the gun^’ * 
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“It’s empty?” 

“It’s empty. It was only loaded with blanks in the first 
place.” 

Della Street took the gun. 

“P^?int it at me.” 

She pointed thejgun. 

“Now stretch,it out just as fiir as you can reach with 
your hand.” 

She pushed the gun out at arm’s lengtll. Mason took a 
steel tape measure from his pocket, measured off twenty 
inches. 

“See what I mean?” he said. “At ^is distance, I’d be 
knocking the gun out of your hand.” 

“Unless I jerked my hand out of the way.” 

“That would be pretty hard to do witli a gun. Now, hold 
the gun closer to you.” 

She crooked her elbow slightly. 

“Closer,” Mason said. "Hold the gun right up against 
your body. Lower it to your hip. Remember, the course 
of the fatal bullet was upward. The murderer shot from 
the hip.” 

She put the gun up against her hip. Mason measured off 
twenty inches from the gun to his chest. 

“At this distance,” he said, ‘I could break your jaw 
before you could pull the trigger.” 

“You might break my jaw and I might pull the trigger 
at the same time.” 

“That,” Mason said, “is the thought I’m trying to ex- 
ploJfe.” 

"So what do we do now?” 

•“So now,” Mason said, “we go talk yith Mrs. Herbert 
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Doxey. But fint we telephone Paul Drake and find out 
which one of the possible suspects knew nothing about 
shooting a gun. Our murderer, whoevef he was, must have 
missed that first shot at a distance of hardly more than ten 
feet.” 
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Mason stopped his car in front of the California- 
type bungalow, opened the door o£ the ca):. 

“Hold it,” Della Street said. “I’m c&ming across to 
your side.” She slid from the right side across under the 
steering wheel, wirh a tantalizing flash of shapely legs, 
and then was standing on the sidewalk, shaking her skirts 
down and placing her purse under her arm as she walked 
up to the door with Perry Mason. 

Mason rang the doorbell. 

The woman who answered it was reu-ii<tiicu, blue-eyed, 
about thirty, witli high cheekbones and a inouth which, 
despite an attempt to change the lines with lipstick, re- 
mained a thin straight line. 

“Good afternoon.” 

“Mrs. Doxey?” 

“Yes.” 

“I’m Perry Mason.” 

“I thought you were. I’ve seen your picture.” 

“This is Miss Street, my secretary. May we come in for^ 
moment?” 

“Herbert isn’t here.” 

“I wanted to talk with you.” 

“I’m rather upset these days, Mr. Mason. The — ” 

“I don’t want to intrude on your grief,” Mason said, 
but 1 consider it rather important.” 

j67 
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“It isn’t only my grief, it’s my housekeeping. I’ve let 
things go prett^ much. Come in.*’. 

She led the way into a comfortable, spacious' living 
room. 

Mason looked around at the artistic furnishings appre* 
datively. 

“It’s big,’’ she said. “Too big for just Uj^ two, now that 
Daddy is gone. 1 don’t know what we’ll do. He lived with 
us, you know.’’ * 

“Yes, I know,’’ Mason said. 

“Sit down, please.’’ 

After they were seated Mason said, “I’ll come directly 
to the point, Mrs. Doxey.’’ 

“That’s what I like people to do.’’ 

“You and your lather were very close?’’ 

“In a -way. We understood each other and respected 
each other. Diddy didn’t confide very much in anyone.’’ 

“You Itnew that he had sold his stock in the Sylvan 
Glade Development Company?’’ 

“I know it now.’’ 

“And you knew it on the third, the date that Mr. Lutts 
died?” 

She hesitated for a moment, then said. “Yes, I knew it 
on the third.” 

“On the afternoon of the third?” 

“On the evening of the tliird.” 

“When?” 

“After Ke failed to show up for dinner — ^usually, he was 
very prompt. He wanted dinner at a certain hour — ^that 
was one of Daddy’s peculiarities. People kept telephoning 
about stock.” * 
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"Do you have servants?" 

“A servant who helps with housework — ^part time.” 

"And as a rule, &nner was right on time?” 

"Right to the minute.” 

"S6 when he didn’t show up you thought it was rather 
unusual?” 

"It was very unusual. I may say it was unique. It was 
his custom either to be here or give us ample notice by 
telephone.” * 

"So I take ’t. you discussed with your husband what 
might have been keeping him, when he didn’t show up on 
the evening of the third.” 

"Yes.” 

"And it was then your husband tojd you about the 
transfer of stock?” 

"Yes.” 

"And told you I had bought the stock?” 

"Yes.” 

"Now then,” Mason said, "your husband also told you 
that I was acting in a i;ppresentative capacity?” 

"He thought you were.” 

"And he told you the name of my client?” 

"No, he didn’t know.” 

"He didn’t know?” 

She shook her head. 

"You asked him about it?” 

"Of course. We speculated as to just who it might be. 
Herbert thought it might be either Cleve Recfbr or Eze- 
kiel Elkins. He wouldn’t have put it past either one of 
them to have manipulated things in that way, so that 
trouble cou^d have been stirred up.” 
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“I see,” M^n said. “Eventually, you found out the 
identity of my client?” 

“No, 1 don’t know to this day who it was. I don’t think 
any announeement has ever been made, has it?” 

“But you’ve learned from your husband, informally 
and off the record, who that client is?” 

She tightened her lips and shook her head. 

“Do you know Mrs. ClaflSn?” 

“I’ve met her!” 

“More than once?” . 

“Yes.” 

“Several times?” 

“Three or four.” 

“Are you just, on speaking terms, or are you close 
friends?” 

“Just speaking terms.” 

*' Mason, hesitated for a moment. 

“Why are you asking me these things, Mr. Mason?” 

“Because I’m trying to clarify a matter which may be 
of some importance.” 

She remained silent. 

“Did you at any time speculate with Mrs. Clafiin as to 
the identity o^ my client?” 

“No.” 

“Did you discuss with Mrs. Glaffin the fact that 1 had 
bought stock in the company?” 

“No, I haven’t seen her since you bought the stock.” 

.Mason exchanged glances with Della Street “Well, 
thank you,” he said. “I was just trying to find out some- 
thing about Mh. Clafiin and her attitude.” 

“I’m afrai<{ I cda’t help you at all, Mr. Mason.” 
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She ivas obviously waiting for him to take his depar- 
ture. Abruptly, the front door opened, a cheery voice sang 
out, “Hello, honeybunch.” 

Mrs. Doxey got up. “We have company, Herbert.” 

“f^saw a car parked out front— didn’t know whether it 
was someone whp had parked or — Why, hello, Mr. 
Mason. What are you doing here? And Miss Street. It’s a 
pleasure.” 

Mason said, “I was trying to find out something about 
what had happened after the directors’ meeting on the 
third.” 

Doxey lost much of his cordiality. “My wife doesn’t 
know anything about the business.” 

“So she was telling me. Now, Mr. Lu^ts evidently had a 
shrewd suspicion as to who my client was when I put 
across that stock deal.” ^ 

“He did. He knew who it was, but he didn’t tell me. 
I’ve already explained that.” 

“When was the last time you saw him?” 

“That afternoon — ^after the directors’ meeting. We went 
over to the restaurant and had a couple of hamburgers. 
You know all that. Mason. I’ve told you all this.” 

“Did he discuss my buying that stock with you?” 

“We didn’t talk about anything else — what did you 
think we’d be talking about?” 

“And at that time he made some speculation as to the 
identity of my client?” 

“Of course. That was what interested us. That was tjie 
sixty-four dollar question, but there weren’t any answers. 
I^ was inclined to think it was Elkins. Daddy Lutts 
thought it had to be an outsider. Then^me idea came to 
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him, and Dad<^y Lutts went to make a phone call. He 
learned something he didn’t see fit to pass on to me.” 

“Do you know Mrs. Claffin?” 

“Of course, I know Mrs. Claffin.” 

“You’ve met her several times?” 

“What the hell is this — ^some sort cf a cross-examina- 
tion? 1 know her, yes. What’s that got to de with it?” 

“Did you ever talk with her about my buying the 
stock?” 

“I haven’t seen her for — ^Enny Harlan is her business 
agent, and nearly all my dealings with her were through 
him.” 

“How about telephone conversations?” 

“Sure, I’ve had, telephone conversations with Harlan.” 
“Any speculation with him as to who my client might 
be?” 

0 

' “Some, on his part, none on mine. He tried to pump 
me for information, and I told him I didn’t have any.” 

“In other words,” Mason said, “you haven’t told anyone 
that I was representing any particular party.” 

“I don’t like the idea of you coming in here and asking 
my wife a lot of questions and then asking me a lot of 
questions,” Doxey said. 

“You’re the secretary of the company,” Mason told him. 
“I’m a stockholder. I have a right to know.” 

•"You don’t want to know because you’re a stockholder 
in the company. You want to know because you’re repre' 
se^iting Mrs. Harlan in a murder case.” 

“All ri^t. But the hict still remains that you’re the 
secretary of a cdmpany'in which I’m a stockholder.” 

“All right, so what.” 
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“I want to know i£ you communicated any ideas you 
might have had concerning the identity o£ my client to 
Enright Harlan or to Mrs. Claffin?” 

“The answer to tftat is no. Now, I take it shat’s all you 
wantM to find out.” 

“That’s all,” M^on said. 

Mrs. Doxey said, “Herbert, Mr. Mason has been very 
nice and very considerate. There’s no need to be nasty 
about it.” 

“I’m runnhig this,” Doxey said. 

“All right,” Mason told him. “Thank you very much.” 

“Don’t mention it,” Doxey said sarcastically, and es- 
corted them to the door. 

“Alter all,” Della Street asked Maso\^ when they were 
back in the car, driving to the office, “does it make any 
great difference?” 

“It may.” 

“Why?” 

“I don’t know yet, but Doxey certainly changed his 
attitude.” 

“Yes. You’ve made an enemy out o£ him now. Chief.” 

“That’s right. That’s what interests me. Why did he 
blow up?” 

“He just didn’t like the idea of being questioned. Just 
because Enright Harlan says Mrs. Claffin got the in£orm% 
tion from some person doesn’t mean that that’s where she 
really got it.” 

Mason parked his car. He and Della took the eleva- 
tor and stopped in at Drake’s office before going down the 
corridor to Mason’s office. 

•“Hi, Paul/’ Mason said. "How was La Jolla?” 
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"Oh, fine," Intake said sarcastically. "I was down there 
for all of fifteen minutes, I guess, and then I got your mes- 
sage to come back." 

“Well," Mason told him, “it turned out that the case 1 
had down there wasn’t terribly important after all." 

“Yes," Drake said dryly, “I read aboipt it. The taxicab 
driver blew up on the witness stand and couldn’t identify 
anyone, so there was really no need of my going in the 
first place.” 

“I didn’t say that," M^n told him. “The case you were 
sent down to La Jolla to work on had nothing to do with 
the taxi driver.” 

“Oh, I know, I know,” Drake said. “Just one of those 
coincidences. Isn’( it funny how they’ll trap you. Perry? 
It wouldn’t be any trouble at all to reach an entirely er- 
roneous conclusion in a matter of that sort, just judging 
from circumstantial evidence." 

“Never mind all that,” Mason told him. “What have 
you all found out about the people on that list I gave you, 
Paul?” 

“Well," Drake said, “at four-thirty on the afternoon of 
the third, Herbert Doxey was at home with his wife. He’d 
been there sirfce shortly before four o’clock. He was tak- 
ing a sun bath in a screen enclosure in the back yard. He’s 
g^t a sunburned back to prove it, too. Enright Harlan 
and Roxy Clafiin were together." 

“You’re sure?” 

“Sure.”’ 

“How do you know?” 

"Well, they Were out at Roxy’s house. Roxy answered 
the telephone. She was talking on the phone a little 
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fore four o’clock and she was talkii^; again at four- 
fifteen. Enright Harlan got there a little before four- 
thirty. They had an appointment for a little after five 
o’clock with an attorney named Arthur Nd>itt Hagan, 
and tiiey left Roxy’s place shortly after four-thirty. 

“Now then, you; come to Neffs, and, believe it or not, 
Ne& was at tho Sunbelt Detective Agency, hiring a de- 
tective to shadow certain people. It was his theory that 
your client hM to be one of half a dozen ^sible individ- 
uals, and he wanted to find out who. 

"Cleve Rector was closeted with Jim Bantry of the 
Bantry Construction and Paving Company.’’ 

“At four-thirty?’’ Mason asked. 

“Well, there we run into a little trouble. Apparently, 
he left Bantry at around four o’clock. He says that he 
stopped in at a bar for a cocktail and then went to his 
office, getting there around five o’clock.’’ 

“You can’t verify his story as to where he was between 
four and five o’clock?” Mason asked. 

“Well, we know be was at the contractors at four and 
we know he was at his office at five, and we know the 
driving time between the two is about twenty-five min- 
utes. He couldn’t have gotten into very much mischief 
in that time. Of course, when you come right down to it. 
Perry, we don’t have the type of evidence that would giv* 
him an alibi.” 

“/ don’t want to give him an alibi,” Mason said. “Let 
him furnish his own alibi. I just want to know fiow much 
evidence he can bring to bear.” 

“Well, apparently that’s it. He gave the name of a bar 
wfiere he stopped in for a cocktail. The §uy who was tend- 
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ing bar at thje time was busy. Rector’s picture doesn’t 
mean a damn thing to him. Rector may have been 
there, or he may not as far as the bartender is concerned.” 

“All right,” Mason said, “that leaves Ezekiel Elkins. 
What about him?” 

“Now then,” Drake said, “I’ve been-saving that choice 
tidbit until the last. There is something very, very myster* 
ious about Ezekiel Elkins. He’s not talking.” 

“Not with anybody?” 

“Not with any of my men. We’ve used all of the known 
tricks on him, and he’s not talking. Incidentally, Mr. 
Elkins has a nice black eye.” 

“Where did he get it?” Mason asked. “Did he run into 
a door in the dark of the night?” 

“He ran into somebody’s fist in broad daylight.” 

“Who is Elkins talking to — anyone?” 

• “He’s .had a*chance to talk.” 

“To whom?” 

“To the district attorney.” 

“You don’t know whether he talked or not?” 

“No, naturally the district attorney isn’t going to tell 
me.” 

“What do^ the district attorney tell the newspaper 
reporters?” 

r “That he had several witnesses in who could explain 
matters somewhat, and Elkins was among them. He didn’t 
say whether Elkins talked or what they talked about. Just^ 
sptiled and let it go at that.” 

“Well, that’s a thought,” Mason said. 

"With the finding of that second bullet,” Drake point^ 
out, ''it turm ouk that the gun must have been fired*at 
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least twice inside the house up there, and the third empty 
shell indicates that it may have been fired three times. 
Now what had it been fired at?” 

“1 wish I could teli you that/’ Mason said. 

*‘Di5 your client hear the shots?” Drake asked. 

“What makes ^u think my client was anywhere 
around there?” Mason asked. 

“Your client could help one hell o£ a lot i£ she would 
co-operate. It Ivould shorten the investigation.” 

“How come, Paul?” 

“She could tell us exactly when the murder was com- 
mitted. The autopsy surgeon can place the time within 
twenty minutes — ^and twenty minutes is twenty minutes.” 

Mason nodded. 

“The other thing your client could do is tell how many 
shots were fired and how those shots were spaced. In other 
words, whether there was one shot and then quite an in^ 
terval and then another shot. Whether two shots came 
close together. Or even, perhaps, if there was a third shot 
fired.” 

“But what in the world would my client have been 
doing out there . . . how did she get out there and — ^?” 

“Now wait a minute,” Drake said. “Doni; blow a gas- 
ket over this thing. Perry. I’m simply asking you. I’d like 
very much to have that information. It would simplify 
my investigative work.” 

^ Mason said, “Paul, no one has proven that my client 
<ras out there — ^yet. But if my client had been out there, 
she would have been sitting in Lutts’ car, listening to the 
ra^o, and the radio would have been playing so loud 
thw she couldn’t have heard the shot.” 
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''Shots,” Drake corrected, “plural.” 

“All right, plural — shots.” 

“Della Street and I have been conducting experiments 
out there ac the scene o£ the murder,” Mason said. “Any- 
one who xoight have been in Lutts’ car, waiting for him 
to come downstairs, was bound to have heard the two 
shots that were fired unless the radio in the car was on.” 

“Was the ral^o on when you and Doxey went out there 
and Doxey discovered the body?” 

“No.” 

“Who had the car keys?” Drake asked. 

“To Lutts’ car?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why, he did,/>f course.” 

Drake shook his head. “They weren’t in his pockets 
when the b<^y was searched.” 

“The.devil!” Mason exclaimed. 

“Makes a difference?” Drake asked, his eyes searching 
the lawyer’s face. 

“Perhaps. What would the murderer ^have wanted 
with car keys?” 

“He may have wanted to borrow the car.” 

“And police didn’t search the car for fingerprints?” 

“Not then. They’re doing it now. Here are some pic- 
<;ures of the car, for what,they’re worth.” 

Drake pulled out some eight-by-tcr glossy photographs. 
Mason studied them. 

“That’s just the way the car was found?” 

“That’s right.” 

MaSbn studied the ignition switch. 

“What’s won^?” Drake asked. 
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Mason said, “Call up the agency that sells this car. See 
i£ it’s possible to turn on the radio ivhen the ignition is 
locked and the key removed.” 

“Oh, ohl” Drake exclaimed. 

“Get busy,” Mason told him. 

Drake put through the call. 

“Don’t give yjur name,” Mason warned. “Tell them 
you’re a customer. Give them any kind o£ a* stall.” 

Drake nodded, motioned Mason to' silence, said, 
“Hello. . . . On your last year’s model car, is it possible 
to turn on the radio when the ignition is locked . . . ? 
Yeah, my neighbor thinks my kid got in his garage, turned 
on the radio and ran the battery down. . . . Oh, yes, I 
see. You’re sure . . . ? That's true o£ all Jast year’s models 
. . . ? Okay, thanks.” 

Drake hung up the phone. His eyes avoided the law- 
yer’s. “When the ignition is in the locked position. Perry/ 
there isn’t any way you can turn on the radio. The car was 
especially designed that way because o£ complaints that 
night attendant; in public garages would run the battery 
down by letting the radio run all night.” 

"Well,” Mason saitJ, “that’s that. Come on, Della, let’s 

go” 
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Judge Sedgwick looked at Perry Mason. “The per- 
emptoiy challenge is with the defendant.” 

“The defendant passes,” Mason said. 

Judge Sedgwick glanced over at the prosecutor’s table, 
where Hamilton Burger, the district attorney, was sitting 
beside Marvin Pierson, conceded to be one of the most 
brilliant of the trial deputies in the district attorney’s 
office. “The peremptory is with the people.” 

“The people pass.” 

“Very well,” Judge Sedgwick said, “the jury ‘will stand 
vnd b^ |wom to well and truly try the issues in the case of 
the People of the State of California versus Sybil Har- 
lan.” 

The jurors arose and held up their hands — five women 
and seven men, solemn-faced as befitted jurors who are 
about to decide issues which will involve the life of a fel- 
low mortal. 

"Do you wish to proceed wdth your opening argument, 
Afr. Burger?” Judge Sedgwick asked. 

Hamilton Burger could not refrain from one trium- 
phant glance at Perry Mason. He was about to explode ^ 
bombshell which would leave the defense floundering 
and helpless. The greatest pains had been uken to pre- 
serve secrecy in the matter, and the district attorney liad 
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every reason to believe that what he had to say would 
come as a terrific surprise to the defense. 

Hamilton Burger Valked up and stood in front of the 
jury. 

^ "Ladies and gentlemen," he 'said, "I’m going co make 
perhaps the briefest^ opening argument that I have ever 
made. We exp>ect to prove to you, through witnesses, that 
Sybil Harlan, who is married to Enright Hatlan and who 
is very much in love with her husband, fdt that an at- 
tachment might be developing between one Mrs. Claffin 
and Enright Harlan. She knew that Mrs. Claffin was work- 
ing with her husband, Enright, on a real estate develop- 
ment. She, therefore, retained Perry Mason, her present 
attorney, to piuvide a series of business complications 
which would introduce an element of discord into what 
she feared might become a romance. 

"From a map which will presently be intrdduced, you 
will ^ee that the scene where the murder \yas coidmitted 
was an old house, a former mansion situated high on a 
hill which was about to be removed to make way for a 
modern subdivision development. The defendant secured 
a skeleton key, which enabled her to open the door of 
that building. She had a pair of binoculars, ahd she made 
it a habit to sit up in that building, looking down on the 
adjoining property which belonged to Mrs. Claffin. 

"The defendant’s husband was quite a sportsman and a , 
collector of guns. He had no fewer than twenty-eight 
rifles, seven shotguns and seven revolvers.’’ 

Hamilton Burger glanced triumphantly at Mason. "We 
expect to show from the garage attendant who serviced 
the ‘defendant’s car on the day of the mujder^at on the 
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day in question there was a pair o£ binoculars and a revol- 
ver in the glove compartment o£ her car. We expect to 
show that shortly be£ore the murder, the decedent, 
George Lntts, met the defendant just as the defendant 
merged from a beauty shop. We don’t know whether by 
appointment, or, if so, who made the appointment. We 
do propose to show you that they met, fhat the defendant 
got in Mr. Latts’ car and that Lutts then drove her to tlie 
parking lot where her car was parked. We propose to 
show by the parking attendant that at that time the de- 
fendant opeiled the glove compartment of her car and 
took out the gun, that she put the gun in her handbag 
and then joined the decedent on what was to prove to be 
'his last ride. ^ 

“We will next show you the defendant, pale, nervous, 
evidently sufiEering from shock, walking and running to 
,the highway that leads from the country club, which, as 
you will presently see from the map, runs within a rela- 
tively short distance of the scene of the mUrder. The de- 
fendant stopped a taxicab and had the taxi driver take 
her to the Union Station. 

“At the Union Station, the deienoant transferred cabs. 
She picked up another cab, and, mark this well, ladies 
and gentlemen of the jury, because it is highly impor- 
tant — she had this cab take her to her residence. We don’t 
know what she did there. We do know what she had an 
opportunity to do there. She then had the taxi, which had 
been waiting in front of her house, drive to the parkiiff. 
lot where her car had been located. At that time, she 
entered her car and did something to the door of the 
glove compartment. 
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“After that, the defendant telephoned someone, then 
returned to the taxi and had the taxi driver take her to 
the building where Perry Mason, her present attorney, 
has his office. 

“We expect to show that George C. Lutts Was kiucu by 
a thirty-eight revolver, that that revolver was one which 
came from the collection of Enright Harlan. 

“On the strength of that evidence, ladies and gentle- 
men of the jury, we are going to ask for a verdict of 
first-d<’gi''e murder. 1 am not going to make any recom- 
mendations as to what you should do in connection with 
assessing the death penalty. That is a matter which is en- 
tirely within the discretion of the jury, and this office does 
not want to adopt any position. You have the discretion 
in the event you find the defendant guilty to recommend 
that she be punished by imprisonment for life. We leave 
that matter entirely in your hands.” 

Hamilton Burger turned and walked back to his coun- 
sel table, giving one swift, triumphant glance in Mason’s 
direction as he passed *he table. 

“Does the defense wish to make an opening statement 
now or later?” Judge Sedgwick asked. 

Mason said, “Your Honor, may we have a brief ten- 
minute recess while I give the matter consideration? Cer- 
tain statements made by the district attorney relate too 
matters with which I am not personally familiar.” » 

“We object,” Hamilton Burger said. “Counsel has had 
every opportunity to confer with his client. The testimony 
which was given by witnesses before the grand jury has 
beqi delivered to him.” 

“But, Youp Honor,” Mason said, “mai/y of ‘the matters 
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Stated in the district attorney’s opening statement were 
not presented to the grand jury.” ^ 

“Naturally,” Hamilton Burger pid, “I didn’t have to 
present my whole case at that time and, Your Honor, in 
order to show my good faith, I may say that some of these 
witnesses were discovered after the indictment.” 

“The Court will grant a ten-mintite recess,” Judge 
Sedgwick announced. 

Mason turned to Sybil Harlan. “All ri^ht,” he said in 
a whisper, Vcan he prove that?” 

Her lips were quivering as she tried to whisper. “I 
didn’t think anyone saw me.” 

“You lied to me?” Mason asked. 

“I tried to . tried to make things look a little bet- 
ter. As soon as I knew that he had been shot, I knew 
that having a weapon in my handbag — 

“'I l^now,” Mason said wearily. “You thought you’d 
fool me a little and that that would make me a little more 
diligent in my defense. You did go to the Union Station, 
then take a taxicab and go to your house?” 

She nodded. “But only to change my shoes and stock- 
ings.” 

“And then telephoned me from the parking lot?” 

Ag^in she nodded. “I put the gun back in the glove 
compartment. Someone must have seen what I was doing 
and jimmied open the glove compartment and took out 
the gun while I was at your office.” 

“That was after Lutts had been killed?” 

“Of course.” 

“Irhen how did it happen the fatal bullet came from 
that gun?”“ 
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“It couldn’t have, Mr. Mason. Either someone’s lying 
or someone switched the bullets after they were placed in 
the district attorneys office.’’ 

“Don't be silly,” Mason told her. “You get me to try 
this case on that theory and you’ll be in the gas chamber.” 

She met his ey^. “What other theory is there, Mr. 
Mason?” 

Mason studied her. “I’m damned if I Know,” he ad- 
mitted. 

“It’s all we have, the only chance we have. Please do as 
I ask you,” she said. 

Mason watched her thoughtfully. “You’re not the type 
that likes to lie,” he said. “All of this is foreign to your 
nature. Now why did you lie? Was it because you killed 
George Lutts?” 

“No.” 

“Why?” 

She hesitated for a moment, then poured forth the 
thoughts that were on her mind. “Mr. Mason, I never felt 
so downright cheap in all my life. 1 did lie to you. I lied 
to you because . . . well, when 1 got home to change my 
shoes and stockings, Ruth Marvel came over. She’s my 
closest friend. Her house adjoins mine, aftd when she 
saw me drive up in the cab, she came running over to see 
what was wrong. She knew I had taken my car with mg 
when I left. 

“Well, 1 confided in Ruth. I gave her the sketch, and 
Kuth, who is really very clever and who has*fexcellent 
judgment, told me that since I hadn’t reported the thing 
to the police when it happened, I couldn’t possibly afford 
to flo it then. 
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*'l ^Id her I was going to see you, and she said that was 
fine, but that a lawyer worked better on a case when he 
was enthusiastic about it. She said my first line of defense 
was to hope that no one knew I had been out there with 
Lutts, that police would find some clue pointing to tlie 
real murderer and that I’d never even be questioned, 
much less suspected. 

“Then she said that if 1 should happen to be dragged 
Into it, and they could prove 1 was out thel'e with Lutts, 
the only other thing for me to do was to show that I had 
been in fear for my life. 

“She told me to remember to tell you and to tell every- 
body else that 1 had heard the murderer walking around 
upstairs, that I had seen the hand and the gun — 

“You didn’t actually see or hear him?’’ Mason asked. 

She shook her head. 

“What did you see?” 

“Nothing. 1 was listening to the radio down in the car. 
I didn’t even hear the shots. That’s the truth, Mr. 
Mason. The first thing I knew wjk that I went in there 
and he was dead. Of course, the murderer must have been 
in there at the time, and if I’d gone up the stairs far 
enough, he’d either have shot me or knocked me out and 
dashed out of the house. Apparently, Lutts was the only 
-^ne he was after. When he heard me coming, instead of 
coming toward me, he must have retreated. He didn’t 
want me to see him. I had enough presence of mind to 
realize tliat. If I’d seen his fece, then he’d have had ^ 
kill me, too. So I ran.” 

“What about the car keys?” Mason asked. “How rnuld 
you have bden ji^aying the radio if — 
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'nrhe keys were in the car, Mr. Mason. And I really and 
truly did have the radio turned on." 

“Loud?” 

“Pretty loud.” 

“Experiments show it would have to have been very 
loud for you not to have heard the shots.” 

“Well, it was loud enough so I didn’t hear the shots, I 
can tell you that.” 

“But police didn’t find the keys to the car,” Mason said. 
“The>— ” 

“That’s where 1 made my big mistake, Mr. Mason.” 

“You made a lot of big mistakes,” Mason said grimly. 
“What about those ignition keys?” 

“It’s very seldom that I ride in a car ^ith someone else. 
I’m usually driving. So when I get out of a car, I auto> 
matically take the ignition keys with me, and that’s what 
I did when 1 decided to go up and see what was happen* 
ing in the house. I switched off the radio, took the igni- 
tion keys, went up the stairs, found Mr. Lutts dead, 
turned and ran screaiding down the hill. It wasn’t until I 
got home that I remembered about the keys.” 

“Then what did you do with them?” Mason asked. 

“That’s one thing, Mr. Mason, they’re never going to 
trip me on. 1 hid those keys where they’ll never, nev^, 
never find them.” 

“Does Ruth Marvel know where they are?” 

“No. No one knows. And no one ever will know.” 

Mason sighed. “Can’t you see what you’ve done? If you 
had told me this story, I could have given you some in- 
telligent adyice. You lied to me, and nciv yoh’re out on a 
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limb. jVforeover, you made the mistake of talking to Ruth 
Marvel.” ^ 

”No. It was all right to tell Ruth/’* she said. ”We can 
trust Ruth.* She’d never breathe a word.” 

“How do you know?” Mason asked. "Suppose the dis- 
trict attorney should subpoena her. If you had been talk- 
ing to me, you would have been talking to your lawyer. 
The communication would have been confidential and 
privileged. Anything you told Ruth Marvel isn’t privi- 
leged. If the district attorney gets wind of it and puts her 
on the stand, she either has to tell what you told her or 
become an accessory after the fiict.” 

"But how in the world would he ever know — ’’ 

“He might get^a lead,” Mason said, “because you got 
Ruth Marvel to go in that taxicab with you when you 
went out the second time. The way Hamilton Burger is 
preparing th'is case, I wouldn’t be too surpHsed if he 
hasn’t had detectives scouting the neighborhood and then 
letting the taxi driver — What’s the matter?” Mason 
asked, as he saw the expression on, her face. 

"He did ask Ruth Marvel to come to his office,” Sybil 
Harlan said in a panic. "He asked her some perfectly in- 
nocuous questions, and she was feeling very pleased with 
herself at tlie way she had handled herself, but . . . 
but--” 

• Mason said grimly, “If your friend, Ruth Marvel, had 
had a little more experience and a little less conceit, she 
wouldn’t \iavp been feeling so smart. Now we’re in one 
hell of a fix.” 

'The* bailiff called out, “Jury! Juryl Juryl Juryl” 
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The jurors filed into court, glancing curiously at Mason 
and the white-fiiced defendant. 

Judge Sedgwick, emerged from chambers and took his 
place on the bench.' 

Mason heaved a deep sigh and swung his chair around 
so as to fece the witness stand. 
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Hamilton Burger put on his case wTim the deadly, 
well-rehearsed precision of a lawyer who has carefully 
blueprinted every possible development. 

He introduced a map of the premises. He introduced 
the testimony of the police officers who had been sum- 
moned when the body was discovered. The ballistics 
expert told of the characteristics of the fatal bullets and 
the test bullets and stated that beyond question, the fatal 
bullet had been fired from the revolver tliat had been 
found on the^side of the steep hill. 

«*ThetaM driver, who had picked Mrs. Harlan up "at the 
Union Station, had driven her to her house, then to the 
parking lot, and from there to the building where Mason 
had his office, made a positive identification. 

By the time of the noon recess, the district attorney had 
laid all the statistical groundwork of the corpus delicti. 
By afternoon lie was ready to put on his array of wit- 
nesses witio would clinch the case against the defendant. 

•Veteran courthouse attaches, who were following the 
trial with interest, realized that Jerome Keddie, the taxi 
driver whose testimony Mason had riddled at the time of 
the prelimmary hearing, was being saved until such time 
as the proseaition had fotged such a deadly chain of 
evidence that die failure of Keddie to make an absolute 
identification' woilld be a minor matter. 
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After the noon adjournment, Hamilton Buiger arose 
impressively. “Cal( Jacques Lamont to the stand.” 

Lamont came forward, was sworn, gave his name and 
address, said that his occupation was that of 3 parking lot 
attendant. 

“Are you acquainted with the defendant in this case?” 

“By sight, yesJ” 

“In what way?” 

“There is & beauty parlor about half alblock down the 
street from my parking lot. She patronizes this beauty 
parlor regularly and leaves her car in my parking lot.” 

“Directing your attention to the third day of June of 
this year, did you see the defendant?” 

“I did.” 

“At what time?” 

“At about two-thirty.” 

“And what happened?” 

“She parked her car in the parking lot.” 

“Did you see her again?” 

“Yes. sir.” 

“When?” 

“At about four o’clock, a little before four, I guess.” 

“What did she do, if anything?” 

“She entered the parking lot. She was looking around, 
apparently looking for me and — 

“Never mind your conclusions. Just state what hap- 

[, she looked around. When she djidn’t see any- 
body, she went directly to her car. She opened the glove 
compartmenL” 

’’Where lyere you at the time?” 


pened. 

“W€ 
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"As I it hapf>ened, I had just been moving a car to let 
my assistant bring out a car which h|d been parked be- 
hind it. I was backing up, so that I was sitting in a car 
directly parallel with the defendant’s car.” 

"How close were you to the glove compartment of the 
defendant’s car?” 

"Seven or eight feet.” 

"What did you see the defendant do, if anything?” 

"She opened the glove compartment, too'k out a pack 
of cigarettes and a gun.” 

"What do you mean by a gun?” 

"It "was a blued steel revolver.” 

"I’m going to ask you to look at plaintiff’s Exhibit D 
in this case, and ask if you can identify it as the gun.” 

"Well, I can’t say it was that gun. But I can say that the 
gun she put in her purse looked just like it. It was about 
the same, size and appearance.” 

"Very well. Then what happened?” 

"She walked out of the parking lot and entered a car 
that was waiting by the entrance, a car that was being 
driven by a man.” 

"Did you get a good look at that man?” 

"No, sir, I ^d not.” 

"You fouldn’t identify him if you saw him again?” 
••*"No, sir, all I know is that it was a man who was driv- 
ing a car, a blue two-tdne sedan. I didn’t notice the make.” 

"Then what happened?” 

"The defendant went away in that car.” 

“When did you next see the defendant?” 

"Later on, 6n the afternoon of the third, around five- 
Eorty-five.” 
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"And what did she do, i£ anything?" 

“She drove up in a taxicab.” 

“Where were you at the time?” 

“I had been down* at the far end o£ the parking lot with 
a car. I was walking back.” 

“What did thesdefendant do, i£ anything?” 

“She walked directly to her car.” 

“And what did you do?” ‘ 

“I thought* she was going to take it out, so I — 

“Never mind what you thought. What did you do?” 

“I walked rapidly toward the car, so that i£ she was 
wanting to pay the parking fees and take it out, I'd be 
handy.” 

“What did you see her do, if anything?” 

“I saw her open the glove compartment of her car.” 

“What did she do?” 

“She was doing something at the glove compartmentf* 

“Could you see what she was doing?” 

“Sort of fumbling.” 

“Then what?” 

“Then she made a telephone call at the phone booth, 
and walked back to the taxicab which had been kept wait- 
ing.” 

“When did you next see her?” 

“It was about half an hour later.” 

“What did she do then?” 

“She came and turned in her check, paid tke parking 
fees, and picked up her car.” 

Hamilton Burger turned triumphantly to Perry Mason. 
“Cross-examine,” he said. 
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Maspn glanced at the clock, yawned, said, “No ques- 
tions.” 

“What?” Hamilton Buiger shouted, surprised. 

“No questions,” Mason repeated! 

Hamilton Burger fought back his surprise; then, with 
the air o£ a man bringing a difficult task to a triumphant 
conclusion, said, “Jamison Bell Gibbs, take the stand.” 

Gibbs gave his name, age, occupation and address to 
the court reporter, then turned expectantly*to Hamilton 
Burger. 

“You say your occupation is operating a service sta- 
tion?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Are you acquainted with the defendant?” 

“Very well, yes, sir.” 

“Do you, £*'om time to time, service her automobile?” 
'^“Yd, sir.” 

“When was the last time you serviced her automobile?” 

“On the third of June of this year quite early in the 
morning.” 

“Who brought the automobile into your station for 
service?” 

“The defendant.” 

J'What did she tell you?” 

“She told me she was in a hurry, that she wanted a rush 
lubricating job and the oil changed in the crankcase.” 

“What did you do?” 

“I serviced the car, gave it a complete lube job, checked 
the tir^ and the battery.” 

“Did she ask yiu to do anything else?” 
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“She didn’t, no, sir. However, I did clean out the front 
o£ the car. I noticed it was a little dirty. Quite a bit o£ 
dust had been tracked in, and I took out the floor mats 
and cleaned it.” 

“And then what?” 

“I left a note containing the charges for the service, 
which is what l«always do.” 

“What did you do with that note?” 

“I slipped *it in the edge of the glove compartment.” 

“WTiat happened?” 

“The latch on the glove compartment wasn’t entirely 
closed, and the paper slipped through, down to the bot- 
tom. I was afraid she wouldn’t see it, so I pressed the 
catch that opens the glove compartmept and picked up 
the paper.” 

“What did you see, if anything?” 

Mason glanced at the jurors and saw that they we^p 
leaning forward with rapt interest. 

“I noticed there was a gun in the glove compartment.” 

“Anything else?” 

“Some binoculars . . . that is, I assume they ivere 
binoculars. They were in a case.” 

“What was the relative position of the^ gun and the 
binocular case?” 

“The gun was to the front of the glove compartment’ 

“Nearest your hand as you opened the glove compart- 
ment?” 

“Yes.” 

“And where* were the binoculars?” 

“In the back part of the glove compariment.” 
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“Ncpv, what did you do with reference to that gun?” 

“Well,” the witness said, “sometimes things get stolen 
out of glove compartments and — " 

“Never mind that,” Hamilton * Burger interrupted 
sharply. “I’m asking you to tell exactly what you did. You 
can discuss the reasons for what you j^id when you are 
asked the proper questions on cross-examination. I am 
only asking joii to tell this jury what you did.” 

“I took the ghn out and handled it.” 

“Are you familiar with revolvers?” 

“Oh, yes. I’m a gun lover.” 

“Have you ever fired a gun?” 

“Yes, indeed, many times.” 

“1 hand you th^ revolver whicli has been introduced in 
evidence and ask you if you have ever seen it before.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Where?” ’ 

“In thi glove compartment of the defendant’s car.” 

“The same gun?” 

“Well, of course, 1 didn’t take down the number on the 
gun, but it was the same make, model and style.” 

“Cross-examine,” Hamilton Burger snapped trium- 
phantly. 

“No questions,” Mason said casually. 

^“Your Honor,” Hamilton Burger said, “my next wit- 
ness is a hostile witness. I have her under subpoena and 
am going to have to put her on the stand out of order be- 
cause of various reasons, which I do not think are nece^ 
sary to go into at this time. I may also state, if the Court 
please,’ that her testimony at this time will perhaps 
have no apparent connection with the case. However, 
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I can assure the Court that it will be connected up, that 
it is important, ai^d 1 ask permission o£ the Court to call 
this hostile witness out o£ order at this time.” 

“Very well,” Jud^e Sedgwick ruled, “you taay call the 
witness. If there are objections to the questions, the Court 
will rule on theses objections as they come up.” 

“Mrs. Ruth Marvel,” Hamilton Burger said. 

"Oh, good Lordl” Sybil Harlan exclaimed in a despair* 
ing whisper.^ 

“Tako it easy,” Mason warned under his breath. “Re- 
member now, a poker facel The jurors are watching you.” 

Mason glanced at the clock, settled back in his chair as 
though all of these dramatic witnesses the district attor- 
ney was bringing forward were, aftev all, testifying to 
no more than routine preliminary matters. 

Ruth Marvel had evidently been crying and was appar- 
ently angry. She permitted herself to be swom^ gave Ivr 
name, address, took the witness stand, avoided Sybil 
Harlan’s eyes and glared angrily at the district attorney. 

“You have been a .friend of the defendant for some 
time?” Hamilton Burger asked suavely. 

“Yes,” the witness snapped. 

“You knew her on the third of June of this year?’ 

“Yes.” 

“You saw her on that date?” 

“Yes. Several times.” 

“What was the last time you saw her?” 

“I don’t know the exact time. In the evjniil^." 

“The early evening?” 

“Yes.” 

'"What djid you do at thjtt time?” 



THE CASE OF THE 


198 

“1 iwent mth her to look at some property.” 

“Where?" 

“I don’t remember.” 

“What kind of property?” 

“Real estate.” 

“More than one parcel?” 

“I don’t remember.” 

“Did she tell you she was interested in property?” 

“She asked me to go tvith her.” * 

“Did she tell-you she was interested in property?” 

“She asked me to go with her.” 

"Did she tell you she was interested in property?” 

"She asked me to go with her.” 

“Did she tell ypu she was interested in property?” 

"She told me to tell the taxi driver we were to look at 
property.” 

»“Now then, Mrs. Marvel,” Hamilton Burger said, 
“you’re testifying in a murder case. You’re under oath. 
There are severe penalties for perjury. There are severe 
penalties for becoming an accessory after the fact. I am 
going to ask you if the defendant made a statement to 
you as to the reason, the real reason, she wanted to en- 
gage that taxi.'” 

“Now just a moment, Your Honor,” Mason said. “I 
d^n’t like to object to routine questions of these prelim- 
inary witnesses — 

“Preliminary witnessesl” Hamilton Burger shouted, 
his face liihul .with rage. 

MasQUSBiced a him in some apparent surprise. 

HamKon Burger started to say something, dien caught 
the judge’s eye aifd lapsed into silence. 
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“Proceed, Mr. Mason,” the ju<^e said. 

*‘In this case, however,” Mason said, “counsel is 
cross-examining his own witness. He is asking leading 
questions. He is thr&tening the witness. Moreover, the 
testimony seems to be incompetent, irrelevant and 
immaterial.” 

“May 1 be hekrd?” Hamilton Burger asked. 

Judge Sedgwick nodded. 

“If the Cciurt please,” Hamilton Buiger said, “this 
witness will. 1 believe, if she is forced to, testify to a most 
damaging admission made by the defendant. She is 
friendly with the defendant; she is hostile to me; she has 
never told me what her testimony would be. 1 only know 
by inference and from what she has told other people. 
The Court has my assurance, professionally, that this is 
the case.” 

“The objection will be overruled,” Judge Sedgwick aiv 
nounecd. “However, 1 will entertain a motion to strike 
out tliis testimony should it not prove pertinent or be 
materially different frqm that outlined by the district 
attorney in his statement.” 

“You will answer the question, Mrs. Marvel.” 

“She said she wanted to engage a particufar cab.” 

“Did she say why?” 

“She ... she said—” 

“Yes, yes, go on,” Hamilton Burger prompted. 

“She said that it was a cab she had ridden in earlier 
iS the day.” 

“And did she tell you that she didn't want the cab 
driver to recognize her?” 

''SSomethiqg like that." 
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“Go on,” Hamilton Burger said. “What did she tell 
you?” 

Ruth Marvel started to cry. 

“1 must insist on an answer,” Hamilton Burger said. 

“She said that her lawyer had told her to get this cab, 
to have me ride around with her, and pay him off rvhen 
the meter got, to two dollars and ninety-five cents.” 

“Would yop know the cab driver if you saw him 
again?” 

Ruth Marvel nodded mutely. 

“Will Mr. Jerome C. Keddie stand up?” Hamilton 
Burger asked. 

Keddie, the cab driver, stood up. 

“Is that the rdan?” Hamilton Burger asked. 

“Yes,” Ruth Marvel said, in an answer that was almost 
indistinguishable. 

“Cross examine,” Hamilton Burger snapped trium- 
phantly. 

Mason smiled reassuringly at the witness. “Mrs. Mar- 
vel, there’s no reason for you to" be upset about any of 
your testimony. Didn’t the defendant simply tell you 
that she was 'acting under my advice, that she thought a 
certain taxicab driver was going to identify her and that 
Jlie wanted to test his memory to see whether he really 
^ew who she was?” 

“Now, I object to that,” Hamilton Burger said. “Coun- 
sel is leading a witness who is very friendly to his side^E 
the c^ and — '* 

“How do you know she’s friendly?” Mason said. “She 
certainly tmtifidl for you readily enough ;md witKbut 
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reservation. This is cross-examination, and I have a right 
to cross-examine the witness.” 

"Objection overruled,” Judge Sedgwick said. 

"Isn’t that substantially what happened?” Mason asked 
sympathetically. 

"Yes." she said. , 

"Well, don’t Seel bad,” Mason told her, "simply be- 
cause the prosecution called you to testify* aiS its witness 
when one of your friends is on trial. The defendant told 
you that under my instructions she was going to test the 
recollection of a possible witness, didn’t she?" 

"That’s right,” Ruth Marvel said. 

"And you got in the taxicab that was being driven by 
this gentleman, this Jerome C. Keddie who has just stood 
up?” 

“Yes. sir.” 

"And Mr. Keddie didn’t recognize her, did he? In any 
event, he gave no sign of recognition that you cohld see?’* 

“No, sir.” 

Mason smiled and said, "That’s all. That’s all the de- 
fendant was trying to accomplish. There’s no secret about 
it.” 

"There isn’t nowl” Hamilton Burger slft>uted. "Now 
that your scheme has backfiredl” 

"Backfired?” Mason asked, as though Burger had taken 
leave of his senses. 

"That will do,” Judge SedgwiclTruled. “There will be 
n» personal exchanges between counsel. Mr. Pj^osecutor, 
your remark was uncalled for. The witness iS excused.” 

"Now,” Hamilton Burger said, "I’ll cjjll Jerome C. 
Keddie to the stand.” 
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Keddie came forward and rvas sworn. 

“Did you see the defendant on or about the third day 
of June of this year?” Hamilton Burger asked. 

“Yes, sir/’ 

“Where?” Hamilton Burger asked. 

“I was coming back from the country club and — 

“Do you see this map on the blackboard?” 

“Yes.” 

“Can you point to the place where you sdw the defend- 
ant?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Please do so.” 

The witness approached the map. “It was right here,” 
he said. “And when I first saw her she was running up 
the street. Then she stopped and walked for a way, get- 
ting her breath. Then she started running again. Then she 
^valk^d. Then she saw me and waved her arm.” 

“Return to the witness stand, please,” Hamilton 
Burger said. “Then what happened?” 

“She got in the cab with me and was all breathless. She 
seemed very much excited and disturbed. I asked her 
where she wanted to go. She couldn’t tell me at first. Then 
she told me fo take her to the Union Station.” 

“And you took her there?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“What time was this?” 

“1 picked her up a little Before five o’clock. Around a 
quarter to five, I guess.” 

“And what time did you get to the Union Station?” 

“A little after five o’clock.” 

“On the <hir<!P of June?” 



NERVOUS ACCOMPLICE 


203 


“Yes, sir.” 

“Cross-examine,” Hamilton Burger said. 

Mason smiled affably. “When did you next see the de- 
fendant, Mr. Keddie?' 

“I don’t know.” 

“You don’t knoi^” Mason asked in simulated surprise. 

“No, sir. I knew that I saw her the next day in a line- 
up, and I may have seen her again that* evening, but 
I just can’t befsure. You see, we have so n&ny passengers 
and sometimes we don’t look back when — 

“Now just a moment,” Mason said. “Never mind mak- 
ing an argument. Just answer the question.” 

“Your Honor, I submit that’s part of his answer,” Ham- 
ilton Burger said. “A witness always has ^ right to explain 
his answer. I submit the witness be allowed to finish.” 

“1 think it would be better for you to bring these mat- 
ters out on redirect examination,” Judge Sedgwick ruled. 
“You’ll have ample opportunity to bring out fire com- 
plete situation on redirect examination.” 

“Very wel.l,” Hamilton Burger said, yielding with poor 
grace. 

“Now, when you testified on the preliminary examina- 
tion,” Mason said, “you were very positive tHkt you hadn’t 
seen the defendant from the time you picked her up on 
the afternoon of Jime third until you saw her in the 
lineup on June fourth, isn’t that right?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

"‘‘That’s all,” Mason said. 

“Were you mistaken at the time of the’ preliminary 
examination?” Hamilton Burger asked. 

“1 was confused.” 
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“Were you mistaken?” 

“Yes, sir, I was.” 

“That’s all.” 

“Just a vninute,” Mason said. “You say you were mis- 
taken, Mr. Keddie?” 

“Yes, sir." 

“Do you mean by that that you swore 4o something that 
wasn’t so?” 

“Oh, Your Honor,” Hamilton Burger saW, “I object to 
that as not proper cross-examination. That’s an attempt to 
browbeat the witness.” 

“I’m not browbeating the witness,” Mason said. “I’m 
just asking him if he swore to something that wasn’t so.” 

“It was an hopest mistake,” Hamilton Burger said. 

“Are you now trying to testify,” Mason asked, "as to 
the state of mind of this witness?” 

"I’m telling the Court the facts.” 

"I want the witness to tell the facts,” Mason said. 

"The objection is overruled,” Judge Sedgwick said. 

"You testified to something that wasn’t so?” Mason 
asked. 

“Yes, sir, I was mistaken. I was confused.” 

"You aren’t confused now?” 

"No, sir.” 

“How did you happen to recognize your mistake?” 

“Why, the district attorney found the person who had 
rented the cab. He pointed her out to me and told me 
she was a» friend of the — 

"Just testify to what you know of your own knowl- 
edge,’* Hamikon Burger said. “Don’t testify to hearsay.” 
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“No, no, go right ahead,” Mason said to the witness. 
"Tell me what Hamilton Burger told you.” 

Judge Sedgwick smiled. 

“Your Honor, that’s improper. That's hearsay evi- 
dence,” Burger protested. “What I may have said to the 
witness is entirely outside of the issues.” 

“He’s giving Ms reasons. Your Honor,” Mason said in 
a conversational tone of voice which was m sharp con- 
trast to Hamilton Burger’s excited tones. 

“Co ahead,” Judge Sedgwick said, smiling. “Answer the 
question.” 

“Go ahead,” Mason told the witness. “You were saying 
that Hamilton Burger told you — What did he tell 
you?” 

“Well, he told me that he’d had detectives trace down 
all of the close friends of the defendant to see if they 
could find the person who had been in the cab with her^ 
and he pointed out this witness who has just been on the 
stand and told me she was the one, and then I recognized 
her.” 

Mason smiled. “The district attorney pointed her out 
to you?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Where did he point her out to you?” 

“In his office.” 

“Did she see you at that time?” 

“No, sir. I was in another loom. It was a room that had 
oflfc of those trick mirrors — ^it was a window on my side 
but a mirror on her side.” 

“The district attorney put you in that room?” 
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“Yes, sir." 

“And then put Mrs. Marvel on the other side of this 
trick mirror?” 

“Yes, six?" 

“And then the district attorney came into the room and 
pointed out Mrs. Marvel to you and told you she was the 
one?” 

“Yes, sir.*‘ 

“So that made you feel that you had t&tified errone- 
ously at the preliminary hearing?" 

“Yes, sir.” 

“And sworn to something that wasn’t so?” 

“Yes, sir." 

"At the preliminary hearing, before you had had the 
benefit of the advice of the district attorney, you said 
you had never seen the defendant again until you saw her 
,in the lineup on the fourth, isn’t that right?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Well,” Mason said affably, “you’re to be congratu- 
lated on having the district attorney take such pains with 
you. If it hadn’t been for his interference, you’d have 
testified to the same thing now that you testified to at the 
time of the preliminary examination, wouldn’t you?” 

“I suppose so. Yes.” 

“So your testimony today has been inspired by state- 
ments made to you by the district attorney?” 

“Well, I guess so, yes.” 

“Than’t y^u,” Mason said. “That’s all.” 

Hamilton Burger, angry and exasperated, said, “Very 
well, that’s sdl. I have no further questions. I’ll call 
Stephen Aadmoie to the stand.” 
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Ardmore came forward, was sworn, testified that he 
was a detective and had been a detective on the third o£ 
June o£ the present year. 

“Did you have occasion to examine the hous<f occupied 
'by the de£endant and her husband, Enright Harlan?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“When was that examination made?” 

“On the £ourth o£ June o£ this year.” 

“Did you hive occasion to examine certain wearing 
apparel belonging to the de£endant?” 

“I did.” 

“I call your attention to a certain pair o£ gloves and 
ask you i£ you examined those gloves?” 

“I did.” 

“What did you find, i£ anything?” 

“When I placed those gloves under a vacuum cleaner 
in which there was a filter to trap any dust recoVered £rom , 
those gloves, I found certain foreign substances in the 
filter paper.” 

“Did you identify some of those foreign substances?” 

“Yes, I identified one of them.” 

“And what was it?” 

“Several granules of sugar.” 

"Sugar?” Hamilton Burger asked, smiling at the jury. 

“Yes, sir.” 

“You mean common household sugar?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

‘^o then what did you do?” 

"So then I went to the house occupied by the defendant 
and her husband and examined the various sugar con- 
tainds.” 
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"And what did you find, i£ anything?" 

"In the bottom of a sugar bowl I found a set of car 
keys.” 

"Did you, indeed?" Hamilton 13urger said. "Did you 
mark them for identification?" 

"I did.” 

"I hand you a set of keys and call your attention to the 
mark etched* in the keys and ask you if that is the set of 
keys that you found?" 

"Yes, sir, a set of two keys.” 

"Did you subsequently determine what locks those 
keys fit?” 

"Yes, sir, I did.” 

"What locks jvere they?” 

"This one is the key to the ignition of the automobile 
driven by George C. Lutts on the day of his death, and 
, this'is the key to the trunk of that automobile.” 

“You tried them to make certain they worked?” 

"Yes, sir.” 

"Cross-examine,” Hamilton Burger said. 

Mason grinned. "You don’t know who put those keys 
in the sugar bowl, do you, Mr. Ardmore?” 

“I only know that there was sugar on the gloves of the 
defendant.” 

, “Answer the question. You don’t know who put those 
keys in the sugar bowl?” 

"No, sir.” 

"And*;pripr to the time you discovered those keys,'7ou 
had been searching the house?” 

“Yes, sir.”« 

"Other polid; officers had been searching the housfe?’* 
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“Yes, sir." 

“The husband was living in the house?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Some witnesses had been interrogated in the house?” 

“Some, yes, sir.” 

“Why didn’t you Jook in the sugar bowl before all these 
other persons hAl an opportunity to go through the 
house, planting evidence wherever they wanted?” 

“You can't do everything at once, Mr. hfason.” 

“Thcii why didn’t you shut up the house until after you 
had searched it?” 

“Well, we ... we didn’t know what we were going 
to find.” 

“So you feel you should know what you’re going to find 
before you take any steps to see that evidence isn’t 
planted?” 

“I don’t think this evidence was planted.” ’ 

“I’m not asking you what you think,” Mason said. “I’m 
asking you why you didn’t look in that sugar bowl before 
anyone had an opportunity to plant something there.” 

“Because I didn’t know there was anything in the sugar 
bowl.” 

“And,” Mason said, “you didn’t search the gloves, the 
wearing apparel, or even look under the fingernails of 
any other person in that house to see if you could fin^ 
any sugar?” 

“Well, no, sir.” 

^his woman’s husband was there all the timf. Didn’t 
you examine his fingers to see if you could £nd traces of 
sugar under the nails?” 

“No, sir.” 
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*‘That’s all," Mason said. 

“No further questions," Hamilton Burger said. 

Hamilton Burger called Janice Condon to the stand. 
She testified that she had been employed as Enright Har- 
lan’s secretary for a period of some three years, covering 
the time when the revolver which had been introduced in 
evidence had been purchased. She had been instructed 
by her employer to go to the gun store and pick up the 
gun, which had previously been ordered by Harlan, and 
to sign his name to the register of firearms; that she knew 
it was irregular and that the dealer knew it was irregular, 
but Harlan was a very good customer and the dealer had 
conveniently turned his back while she was signing Har- 
lan’s name and Jhad winked at the irregularity. 

“Cross-examine," Hamilton Burger said to Perry 
Mason. 

“No questions,” Mason said casually. "We would have 
stipulated to the testimony of this witness. There was no 
necessity of calling her." 

“You could have said so earlier," Hamilton Burger 
snapped. 

“You didn’t ask me,” Mason retorted, smiling. 

“That will do," Judge Sedgwick said. “Proceed with 
your case, Mr. District Attorney." 

, Hamilton Burger said, “Your Honor, I note that it is 
after four o’clock. I have one more witness. 1 may state 
that I have been taken entirely by surprise in this case. 
We staited^ getting the jury yesterday afternoon, “^his 
morning we had the jury by ten-thirty. I had expected 
that it would take me at least three days to put on my 
case. I ’call to the Court’s atention that so fiir there*have 
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been very few questions asked on cross-examination, 
there have been almost no objections -to evidence on the 
part of the defense. 'I'his has made for a very unusual situ- 
ation. I find that 1 anl running far ahead of schedule. 1 
think it would be in order to request an adjournment at 
this time.” 

Judge Sedgwii^, obviously completely puzzled by 
Mason’s tactics, looked down at the lawyer. * 

Mason smiled and said, “Well, Your Idonor, we’ve 
made remarkable headway, and I frankly confess that 1 
see no reason to object to evidence which 1 think is perti- 
nent and have no desire to cross-examine witnesses who 
are obviously telling the truth. It seems to me, therefore, 
that counsel can put on his last remaining witness and 
then the people can, in all probability, rest their case by 
the time we usually adjourn.” 

“No, Your Honor,” Hamilton Burger said.* “This wit-, 
ness will undoubtedly be subjected to a long and grueling 
cross-examination. He is a surprise witness and — 

“And therefore,” Mason interrupted, “the prosecution 
obviously would like to take advantage of a surprise 
attack. The defendant insists that we proceed in the ordi- 
nary course of events and that this witness be called now. 
We resist any motion for an adjournment at this time.” 

Judge Sedgwick said, "I think the defense position if 
well taken, Mr. Prosecutor. You may call -our witness.” 

With poor grace, Hamilton Burger said, “Ezekiel 
Elkins.” 

Ezekiel Elkins came forward and took the witness 
stand. He gave his name, age, occupation, and settled back 
with^ tight-lipped determination. 
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'Tpu are a director of the Sylvan Glade Development 
Company and a stockholder in that company?" 

“Yes, sir." 

"Georgo' C. Lutts, the decedent, nvas also a stockholder 
and a director?” Hamilton Burger asked. 

"Yes, sir." 

“Were there any unusual developments in connection 
with your Erectors’ meeting on the third of June of this 
year?” 

“There certainly were.” 

“I will state to Court and counsel,” Hamilton Burger 
said, “that I am going to connect up these matters.” 

“No objection,” Mason said.- “Go right ahead.” 

“Describe whit happened at the directors’ meeting,” 
Hamilton Burger said. 

Elkins gaj^e a brief picture of what had happened at the 
*,neeting< 

“Now then, what did you do after the meeting?” Ham- 
ilton Burger asked. 

“I thought that George Lutts was slipping one over 
and — ” 

“Never mind what you thought,” Burger interrupted 
sharply. “I am asking you what you did.” 

“Welt, I decided to follow George’ Lutts because I 
thought he might be in — ” 

“Never mind what you thought. You followed George 
Lutts, did you?” 

“Yes.” ‘ 

“Where did he go?” 

“Well, Ivi wefit out to lunch with Doxey, his son-ifl-law 
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and secretary of the company, and then he got in his car 
and drove to the Agme Coiffure and Beauty Salon." 

"And then what?” 

"He parked his car’ and waited.” 

"For about how long?” 

"Oh, I’d say £or»two or three minutes.” 

"Where were ^ou?” 

"About half a block behind.” 

S 

“Then what happened?” 

"I'hen the defendant came out of the beauty parlor, 
and George Lutts opened his car door and called to her.” 

“And what did she do?” 

"She got in the car with him.” 

"Then what?” 

"Then they talked for a little while.” 

"And then what?” ^ 

"And then Lutts drove down about half a blo^k to this 
parking lot, where the defendant had her car.” 

"And then what?” 

"Then the defendant got out and went up to where her 
car was parked — ” 

“Now, just a minute,” Hamilton Burger ^aid. "Do you 
know, of your own knowledge, that it was her car?” 

"No, sir. I don’t.” 

"Then, just tell what you know of your own knowledg*, 
please.” 

"Well, she went to a car. She opened the glove corn- 
payment, and I don’t know tvliat she did.” 

"You could see her open the glove compartment?” 

"Well, I saw her hands up there on trfe dash, about 
where the glove compartment was.” 
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“And then what?” 

“Then she got back out of the car and closed the door 
and walked back out to where Lutts was sitting in his 

“And then what?” 

“Then she got in the car with Li:tts and they drove 
away.” 

“What diet you do?” 

‘‘I followed along until I got to a point where I real* 
izOoNhey went g^ing up to the Sylvan Glade Property 
and — 

“Never mind what you realized. Just how far did you 
follow them?” 

“Well, I follov^ed them out to within about half a mile 
of where the road turns off to the Sylvan Glade Property.” 

“Then w^t did you do?” Hamilton Burger asked. 

The witness seemed embarrassed. 

“Go on,” Hamilton Burger said. 

“Well, I was concentrating on following the car in 
front of me and 1 . . . well, I cut in on another car.” 

“And then what happened?” 

"I cut in in front of him, and he speeded up and got 
over on my left side and ran me off the road, so I had to 
stop.” 

, “Then what?” 

“Then there was an altercation.” 

“What do you mean by an altercation?” 

“I warfted to hurry on, so I could follow Lutts and^e 
defendant, and this man became abusive and I was in 
a hurry and impatient and lost my temper and . . . well, 
I said things and he said some things and— 
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“Go on,” Hamilton Burger said. 

“And he poked n>e in the eye,” Elkins admitted. 

“And then what?” 

“Well, then severarcars stopped and . . . Snd I took 
a swing back at him, and he hit me in the stomach, and 
. . . well, I got sick. 1 had the wind knocked out of me.” 

“And then whit?” 

* 

“Then he got in his car and drove away.” 

“And left you standing there?” 

"Yes. But 1 wasn’t standing — I was all doubled up.” 

“So then what did you do?” 

“I turned around and went home.” 

“And when did you next see Mr. Lutts?” 

“I saw his body at the funeral.” 

“You may inquire,” Hamilton Burger said. 

Mason looked at the clock and smiled at the Court.. 
“If the Court please, it has now reached the hour of ad- 
journment.” 

Judge Sedgwick, recognizing Mason’s tactics, smiled 
back at him and said, it has. It is now time for the 
Court to adjourn.” 

“If the Court please,” Hamilton Burger said, "it 
seems to me that if counsel has a brief cross-examination, 
it would be possible to rest the prosecution’s case and — ” 

"You are assuming that the cross-examination will be 
brief,” Judge Sedgwick said. “The Court cannot make 
such assumption. This is the conventional hour of ad- 
journment, Mr. District Attorney, and tbp Gburt will 
take a recess until tomorrow morning.” 

K 
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Perry Mason, Della Street and Paul Drake gath- 
« 1 

ered in a gloomy session in the lawyer's prjvate office. 

“Gosh, Perry,” Paul Drake said, “shouldn’t you have 
tried to break down some of the identification there? 
Couldn't you have cross-examined and — 

“Sure, I could have,” Mason said. “But that’s not the 
way to try this case. Jurors are pretty smart, Paul. You 
start trying to keep things out of evidence that everyone 
knows is the truth, and pretty quick the jurors get the 
idea that you're afraid of the truth. 

“Now you can see what happened in this case. Hamil- 
ton Burger has been laying for me. He’s smarting under 
the sting of prior defeats. He’s made up his mind that this 
is one case that’s going to be so thoroughly prepared, so 
thoroughly checked that there won’t be the faintest op- 
portunity of anything going wrong. He was hoping, of 
course, that I’d keep batting my head against a brick wall 
with a lot of cross-examination and objections. I might 
hrve gained a technical point- or two, but I’d have lost the 
symf>athy of the jury. 

“This is one case where all the &u:ts are so carefully, 
dovetailed that there can’t be any question. Of course, my 
client tells me that the gun she put back in the glove com- 
partment hadn't been fired, that it was the same gun, she 
took out oP’the glove compartment, that she went home 
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in the taxicab to change her shoes and stockings, since 
they had become ^o bedraggled and soiled from walk- 
ing down from the hill that she was ashamed to be seen 
in them. That may beftrue. She’s lied to me before. She’d 
doubtless lie again. A desperate woman will nearly always 
try to color the facts so that they will be in her favor.” 

“If I were a liWyer,” Drake said, “I wouldn’t represent 
a client who lied to me.” 

“Then you wouldn’t have very many clients,” Mason 
told him, “particularly in criminal cases. 1 don’t know 
why it is, but it’s not once in fifty times that you’ll find a 
client who tells you the entire truth. Nearly all of them, 
no matter how innocent they may be and how honest 
they may be, will try to sugar-coat the^acts so that they 
become more favorable.” 

“What are you going to do?” Drake asked. 

‘Tm afraid I’m going to stake everything on Ezekie^ 
Elkins’ black eye,” Mason said. “If I can cross-examine 
him and make that black eye look significant, 1 can, per- 
haps, brand him as the murderer of George Lutts. Other- 
wise, I’m going to have to put the defendant on the stand, 
and when I put her on the stand, Hamilton Bui^er is 
going to crucify her.” 

“There’s no alternative?” 

“Not that I can see at the present time,” Mason saij^. 

“Well, I can tell you this. Perry. I haven’t been able to 
prove that Elkins was in any kind of an automobile acci- 
deRt and I haven’t been able to prove that ^Je wasn’t.” 

Mason said, “The advantage of trying a case the way 
I'm trying this one is that the jurors beconte quite sympa- 
thetic. They feel that you’re not going toVaste tfieir time 
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an4 the Court’s time. They’ll feel that whenever I start 
in on a stem cross-examination now, 1 will have some 
mighty good reason for it, and they’ll follow every ques- 
tion 1 ask ’«vith rapt attention. This is my strategy. It has 
to be. By passing off all of these other witnesses as being 
merely preliminary, the mere fact that I start tearing 
into Elkins on cross-examination is going to impress that 
jury tremendously.” 

“Then you’re planning to put the defendant on the 
stand?” 

“That depends on whether I get anywhere with El- 
kins,” Mason said. “If 1 can build a good suspicion in 
the minds of the jury, I may be able to get by without put- 
ting the defendant on the stand. But the chances of that 
are only one out of a hundred.” 

“I’d hate to be in your shoes,” Paul Drake said. “This is 
pne<case I don’t like.” 

“1 don’t like it myself,” Mason admitted. “But if you’re 
a card player you frequently pick up hands that you don’t 
like. Just because you get a poor hand is no reason you 
should throw down your cards in disgust and not even 
try. You have to make the best out bf every case you 
handle. What did you find out about marksmanship, 
Paul?” 

„ “What do you mean?” 

“About the various parties concerned — ^how much ex- 
perience they have had in handling guns.” 

“WellJ’ D^ke said, opening a notebook, “if you i^nt 
a list of the persons who would probably have missed 
George Lutts ^at ten feet, I can give them to you on the 
fingers of one Hand.” 
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“Who?*' 

“Elkins, for one. He’s never fired a gun in his life. Your 
client, for another. She says she closes her eyes whenever 
she pulls the trigger. *That’s what she told one of her 
friends. And if you want to consider Roxy Clafiin as a 
suspect, she’s a lousy shot — at least, she’s supposed to be. 
Among other thihgs, Enright Harlan was supposed to be 
teaching her how to shoot. Apparently, she wasn’t doing 
too well. 

“Now, on the other side you have Regerson B. Neffs, 
who claims to be a good pistol shot, or at least he was in 
his younger days. You have Enright Harlan, who is a most 
expert pistol shot. You have Herbert Doxey, who won a 
bunch of medals for pistol shooting. And you have Cleve 
Rector, who describes himself as a foirly good shot.’’ 

Mason started pacing the floor. “How the devil did 
Lutts know that 1 had been retained by I^rs. Harlan^ 
Paul?” 

Drake shrugged his shoulders and said, “That’s one of 
the mysteries in the case. Apparently, he got it through 
his banking connections. When he went out to lunch with 
Doxey, he certainly didn’t have any idea. That is, he didn't 
when he first sat down to lunch. But then he got some 
sudden inspiration and went to the telephone booth 
there in the restaurant and put through a call to someon^, 
presumably some chap in the bank. Evidently, they 
traced tlie check you had placed in your account.’’ 

‘*1 don’t like that,’’ Mason said. “That wqjuld mean the 
violation of the banking code.” 

“I know. But those tilings do happen.” 

Again M^son started pacing the floor. 
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"phief,” Della Street said solicitously, “I can see that 
you’re going to be up all night, pacin^f the floor, trying to 
get this thing straightened out.” 

Mason, kis face granite hard, said, “Well, we have some 
pieces of the jigsaw puzzle. Some of them fit add some of 
them don’t fit. l‘m going to keep trying to shuffle them 
around until 1 find some combination which makes 
them fit. 

“What resu\ts are you getting from your shadows, 
Paul? What, is Roxy Claffin doing?” 

“Gloating, mostly. She’s sitting on top of the ^vorld, 
with Enright Harlan like a sheep being led to the slaugh- 
ter. She may be planning on subleasing her house. She’s 
started cleaning jjt out. She was out in her garage today, 
took all the old junk down to the dump and threw it 
away.” 

Mason’s e^es narrowed. “What sort of junk?” 

“Old empty paint cans, a broken trunk, a stool, some 
old inner tubes, some tom canvas sacks, and a box of bat- 
tered up old scrap iron and stuff.” 

“Where i* all that?” Mason asked. 

“Down Ou the dump, out there. It’s nothing. My man 
got a look at^ it when she loaded it, and then after she’d 
left he went out and inspected it.” 

^ “Get that junk,” Mason said, “all of it. Where’s your 
man?” 

“He’s off duty now. I can get him and — ” 

Masoiicsaid^ “Dammit, Paul, in a case of this sort, dAi’t 
ever consider any tiling 'insignificant. Get that junk and 
get it* in here just as fast as you can.” 

Drakd lofikecPat his watch and sighed. “Okay,” he Said. 
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“And those inner tubes. What’s wrong with them?” 

“Evidently, Perry, ^she was just cleaning out the garage. 
She threw a bunch of stuff in — " 

“I want that stuff, Paul. Get your men on %e job. I 
want all of it.” 

“You’ll have your office filled up with a whole garage- 
ful of junk,” DraKe said wearily. 

“That,” Mason told him, “is exactly what f want. You 
get that stuff and bring it here. Della and I will go grab 
a bite to eat. We’ll meet you here after . . . let’s see, 
nine o’clock.” 

“Tonight?” 

“Sure, tonight,” Mason said impatiently. “What the 
hell did you think? Tomorrow morning?” 

“I didn’t know,” Drake said. 

“Well, you know now,” Mason told him. “Come on, 
Della.” 

Two hours later. Mason, Della Street and Paul Drake 
faced a crestfallen detective across Mason’s desk. 

“What do you mean you can’t find ’em?” Mason asked. 

Blanton, the detective, s^id, “That’s what I mean, Mr. 
Mason. They’re not there.” 

“You must have got the wrong place,” Mason told him. 

“No, I didn’t. I know right where she put them.” 

“How do you know?” 

“The same way 1 know anything. The same way I know 
where your office is.” 

“What dump was this?” 

“Well, it’s a dump out there about three miles beyond 
her place, out where there’s an old barranca*they’re filling 
in. It isnY u$ed for a city dump, but the ^eop\e who live 



S28 


THE CASE OF THE 


around there stufiE in it. It’s evidently been used 

for quite a 'wnnc. 

“What sort o£ stufiE?” 

“Oh, thi cans, boxes ... all kinds o£ junk.” 

“Exactly what did Mrs. Claflin do?” 

“Well, it was about seven-thirty this morning, about 
. . . well, about half an hour, 1 guess',’ after she got up. 
She opened up her garage, and I could see she was doihg 
StufiE on the inside, so I moved my car around to where 1 
could look in with my binoculars.” 

“And what did you see?” 

“Saw her loading things into this car.” 

“Where was she putting the things?” 

“In the rear storage compartment.” 

“How good a view did you have?” 

“Not too good at the time . . . real good later on.” 

‘When did you get this good look?” 

“At the dump, after she’d left. I followed along, taking 
care that she didn't realize that she was being spotted. 
Then when she’ drove out to the dump, I just went on 
past.” 

“And then what?” 

"Well, I went down the road . . . well, nearly a mile, 
I guess. I parked the car and looked through my binocu- 
lars. I saw her throwing this stufiE on the dump and then 
she turned around and drove back to the house. I was 
supposed to be following her, but I thought I’d better 
take a look qt this stufiE on the dump, so I detoured Back 
to the dump were I could see the stufiE.” 

“Vou got afgood look at it there?” ^ 

“Sure, I*got k good look. That’s what I’m trying to tell 
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you, Mr. Mason, 1 went out to the exact spot on the dump 
and checked the stu^ close." 

“Exactly what was it?” 

“Well, there were Some old inner tubes, there were 
some boards that had been on some sort o£ a packing 
case, there was a eoil of old wire, and there was some 
scrap iron. Therl was a stool, a pretty good stool, some 
tom canvas sacks.” 

“Tell me about the torn canvas sacks.” 

“They had been pretty good sacks at one time, the 
money sacks that a bank uses for currency. They’d been 
sewn up and then ripped open along the sides. That is, 
they’d been cut open. And there was a box of old junk. 
There was scrap iron on the bottom.’' 

“What kind of scrap iron?” 

“Bolts and nuts. All kinds of scrap. I remember there 
was a piece of iron rail in there and some sort of an iroi| 
wheel and . . . oh, maybe a couple of hundred pounds 
of junk.” 

“She couldn’t have lifted a box of that kind into the 
trunk,” Mason said 

“That’s what I’m trying to tell you, Mr. Mason. She just 
used the box to haul out all of this old scrap iron from the 
garage. She must have put the box in the back storage 
compartment of the car, and then chucked this scrap irqp 
in it, and then after she got out to the dump, she just 
used one of the boards to pry this box out and dumped it 
an<f went away. 

“She drove away as soon as she dumped it. I’m sorry, 
I guess 1 overlooked a bet, Mr. Mason. 1 ihade a note of 
it in my report, but I was supposed to follow tier, so 1 
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didn’t dare take too much time prowling around on the 
dump. I went right back and picked her up at the house.” 

"She drove directly back to her house?” 

“That’s Tight. I spotted her car,* and then kept an eye 
on her and stayed with her until she went to court. I 
come on at four o’clock in the mornkig and work until 
noon, and then my relief takes over. I diade out a report 
and describeti this junk and the old inner tubes and 
things.” 

"The significant part of the whole business is that 
they’re gone now,” Mason said. 

"Well, that may not be so significant, Mr. Mason. The 
iron in that box was worth something. You know, she 
didn’t need to take that stuff down there. She could have 
called a junk peddler, and he’d at least have been willing 
to haul it away for the iron and stuff that was there. And 
it was a pretty good stool. Some of that stuff probably 
could have been used — the stool and some of those old 
bolts and nuts.” 

"But,” Mason said, "the old inner tubes are missing, 
everything is missing.” 

"Every blessed thing she took out there is missing,” 
Blanton admitted. 

"Well,” Mason said, "there’s nothing we can do about 
if;, at the present time, except try to figure out why it’s 
missing.” 

"I'm sorry,” Blanton said, "I don’t see how I could 
have played j[t any difforent I was just shadowing %er 
and—” 

"lt*s all ri^nt,” Mason said. "You should have tele- 
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phoned Drake right away. When there’s anything un> 
usual — Paul, put a couple more men on Mrs. Claflin. I 
want to find out everything she does. I want to know 
everyone she sees, and 'if anything she does is the least bit 
significant, 1 want to be notified immediately. No matter 
what’s happening, cget word to me immediately. Have 
word relayed to Della, and she can bring it to me in the 
courtroom. No matter what I’m doing, I w^At to know.” 

Drake nodcfed. “I’ll get busy on it rigltt away.” 

Mason turned to Della Street. "Okay,” he said wearily, 
“you may as well go home, Della. Tomorrow could be the 
most disastrous day in my legal career.” 

Drake and Tllanton left the office. Della Street went to 
the outer office, adjusted the switchboa|;d, returned, and 
turned out the desk light. Then she walked up to the 
lawyer, looked up at his troubled eyes. 

“It isn’t your fault. Chief,” she said. “If Mrs. Harlan 
hadn’t done all of that elaborate window dressiAg beforl 
she called you, she — ” 

“I know,” Mason said, “but . . . well, I have the re- 
sponsibility.” 

“And I suppose you’re going to stay here and pace the 
floor, wrestling with this thing?” 

“I’m not going to waste time sleeping while this thing’s 
unsolved, Della.” 

“You can’t do any good just beating your head against 
a brick wall.” 

“Perhaps I can find a way to detour around j^c wall,” 
Mason said. “Why did that junk disappear^’ 

Della Street said, “I’m going to stay if you stay.” 
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*>No, Della, you go get some sleep.” 

She came close to him. "You may ^et some ideas you’ll 
want to have written up.” 

Mason circled her with his arm. "Bless you, Della. 
You worry as much about this as I do.” 

"I£ she’s guilty, you can’t help that^* Della Street said. 

"I know,” Mason said, holding hef closer to him. 
"What a comfort you are with your steadf^t faith and 
loyalty, Della."' 

"You know you have that. Chief,” she told him, 
"always.” 

Mason benf and kissed her. 

Her arm circled his neck. "Oh, Chief, I wish — ” 

She broke off as Mason’s form suddenly became rigid. 
"What is it. Chief? What’s the matter?” 

"I’ye just thought of something,” Mason said. "That 
junk that disappeared. Hang it, Dellal That’s significant.” 

Della Street’s voice was wistful. “And I take it,” she 
said, "the client comes first.” 

Mason patted her shoulder, then abruptly strode over 
to his desk. "Of course the client comes first, Della. That’s 
what a lawyer’s for. Della, sit in that chair. Let me ask 
you some qu^tions.” 

Mason’s voice was sharp with excitement. 

, "Here, Della, take a notebook. Make a list of question^. 
Let’s start analyzing this case. When a chemist starts an* 
alyzing an unknown substance, he tries to find out 'the 
basic ingredients that are in it by applying various tAts. 
In other words, he asks the substance questions. Why 
don’t we start asking this case questions?” 

Della 5ti;eet tlaid with some asperity, "1 suppose i£*you 
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-were getting married, and just as the wedding march was 
starting you got an idea about a case, you’d be ofE for 
the courtroom. Go*ahead, Chief, I’ve got my pencil all 
ready. What are the questions?” 

“The disappearing junk,” Mason said. “Why did it dis- 
appear?” 

Della Street’s pencil made swift shorthand notations in 
the notebook. 

Mason starred excitedly pacing the floor.* 

“ k hat disappearance is the most significant clue in the 
whole case. I’hat’s the break we’ve been waiting for. Why 
did that junk disappear?” Mason asked. 

“Well,” Della said, “of course, it couldn’t have got up 
and walked away under its own power.” 

“Exactly,” Mason said. “And by that same token, Roxy 
Claffin didn’t go back and pick it up.” 

“How do we know?” 

“We know,” Mason said, "because Roxy Clafiin wib 
being shadowed. Don’t you see what that disappearance 
means, Della?” 

She started to say soidetliing, checked herself, sat watch- 
ing Mason as he excitedly paced the floor. 

“Here are some more questions, Della. Make a note of 
these. Three shots were fired from the fatal revolver. Two 
bullets have been found. The third bullet has not been 
found. In what is tlie third bullet embedded? And w^iy 
is the third empty cartridge, the one which contained 
tht bullet that is missing, of a different bran4 horn the 
other shells in the gun? 

“Now here’s another question: Lutts got the informa- 
tioft that connected my purchase of the stnek in the Sylvan 
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Glade Development Company with Sybil Harlan through 
a bank leak, but where did Enright ^Harlan get that in- 
formation? He says Roxy got it from Mrs. Doxey. Mrs. 
Doxey denses that.” 

Mason said excitedly, “Type out that list of questions, 
Della. Let me have it. We’ll start considering all the vari- 
ous answers which will fit in witlr the fiicts. Della, we’re 
on the track ot somethingl” 

His excitement reached Della Street. Slie jerked the 
cover off her typewriter, ratcheted in a sheet of paper 
and her fingers started flying over tlie keys. 

Mason, his face showing intense concentration, con- 
tinued pacing the floor. 

Suddenly the laivyer reached for the telephone, dialed 
Paul Drake and said, “Paul, get a four-wheeled truck of 
the kind used by bellboys to transport baggage. Take 
the" wheels off, remove all oil from, the axles and put on 
some rosm or something so they’ll squeak to high heaven. 

“Pile some boards, a stool and a couple of hundred 
pounds of scrap iron on it, cover the whole thing with a 
cloth and be prepared to wheel* it into court tomorrow 
when I give you a signal. Never mind why. Just get the 
stuff togetherl” 

And Mason was smiling as he hung up the telephone. 
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Judge Sedgwick frowned with obvious distaste as he 
surveyed the jammed courtroom. 

One of the newspaper columnists had made an analysis 
of Perry Mason’s strategy in the Case of the People versus 
Sybil Harlan, and that analysis had been so interesting, so 
deadly accurate that it had attracted sensation-hungry 
spectators as honey attracts flies. 

The columnist had pointed out that Perry Mason un- 
doubtedly had some ace up his sleeve, but also pointed 
out that the lawyer couldn’t be certain whether or not th^ 
district attorney would be able to trump his ace. Mason, 
therefore, in order to emphasize the one play that he had, 
was deliberately underplaying the rest of the case. 

If the lawyer had been completely without any high 
cards of his own, the columnist pointed out, he would 
necessarily have had to go into court objecting to this 
question and that question, moving to strike out answers 
as not being responsive, engaging in all of the technicsiji- 
ties of a person putting up a last-ditch legal fight. 

The columnist went on to point out that the house had 
belh used as a veritable shooting gallery, ’l^he police had 
conducted experiments, the district attorney had con- 
ducted experiments,' and there even wefe rumors that 
Per^ Masgn, as attorney for the defense, presumably 

*«9 
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checking some aspect of the case, had purchased a box of 
blank cartridges. There was, of course, no direct evi- 
dence as to what he had done with them, but readers 
could put <nvo and two together. 

The defense attorney’s ace-in-the-hole was probably no 
part of his own case but would depend upon some mas- 
terly cross-examination of a witness for ’’the prosecution. 
The last witn^s for the prosecution was Ezekiel Elkins, 
and Mason had shrewdly jockeyed the district attorney 
into such a position that Elkins had concluded his testi- 
mony on direct examination just as court had adjourned, 
so that Perry Mason would be able to start his spectacular 
cross-examination in the morning. 

There was, of,course, the columnist pointed out, the 
possibility that Mason intended to recall one of the pros- 
ecutions’ witnesses for further cross-examination, a strat- 
egy 'which had been followed quite frequently by the 
ciefense attorney. But in view of the hict that he had made 
virtually no objections and offered virtually no cross- 
examination, the possibility that he would recall a witness 
was, in the opinion of veteran courthouse attaches, rather 
unlikely. 

In any event, it was quite probable that the morning 
session, of the court would be jam packed wifh fireworks. 

,The Court went through die usual preliminary inci- 
dents, calling court to order, having the attorneys stipu- 
late that the jurors were all present, that the defendant 
was in coyrt. 'I'hen Judge Sedgwick glanced at the crowfied 
courtroom. “The Court wishes to remind the spectators,’* 
he said, “that fnis is a court of justice. It is not a theater. 
The CoiirtfWill Volerate no disturbances, no indication of 
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public feeling in this matter. The Court will clear the 
courtroom if there is any violation of decorum. 

“Now then, Mr. Mason, you may proceed with the 
cross-examination of the witness, Ezekiel ElMns. Mr. El- 
kins, you will please resume your position on the stand.” 

Elkins settled down in the witness chair, cleared his 
throat, folded hts hands and looked at Mason with calm, 
cold eyes. He had, of course, read the papers, knew what 
to expect, and gave every outward indication of being 
prepared for it. 

Mason arose to cross-examine the witness. 

“You are, or were, in a sense, a business partner of the 
decedent, George C. Lutts?" 

“No.” 

“You were on the board of directors of the Sylvan Glade 
Development Company?” 

“Yes.” 

“You still are?” 

“Yes.” 

“You attended the meeting of the directors on the third 
of Tune of this year?” 

“Yes.” 

“At that meeting Mr. Lutts announced that he had 
sold his holdings in the corporation?” 

“Yes.” 

“There had been an agreement among the directors 
that if anyone should desire to dispose of his holdings in 
th( company, he would first give the othfr d^ectors an 
opportunity to buy the stock?” 

“Yes.” 

'^hat agreement had not been reduced to ^rfting?” 
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“No.” 

“You resented the fact that Mr. Lutte had sold his stock 
in violation of that agreement?” 

“No.” 

“Elidn’t you say at the directors' meeting that you 
thought it was a breach of the agreement?” 

“Yes.” 

“But you didn’t resent it?” 

“No.” 

Mason smiled at the witness. “You finished giving your 
direct testimony yesterday, Mr. Elkins.” 

“Yes.” 

“Where were you last night?” 

“Oh, Your Honor,” Hamilton Burger said, “this is not 
proper cross-examination. It’s incompetent, irrelevant 
and immaterial. It’s an attempt to pry into the private 
affairs of the witness.” 

'“Sustained,” Judge Sedgwick snapped. 

“Were you closeted with the district attorney for more 
than two hours last night?” Mason asked. 

Sedgwick glanced at the district 'attorney. 

“Your Honor, Your Honor,” Hamilton Buig;er said, 
“it’s incompetent, irrelevant and immaterial. It’s not 
proper ooss-examination. If counsel is interested, I will 
admit that I talked with Mr. Elkins last night. He had al> 
ready given his direct testimony, and I wanted certain 
matters cleared up. There’s nothing illegal about a district 
attorney talking with his own witness.” 

Mason said, “I submit. Your Honor, that the objection 
by the district Attorney was not made in good faith but 
was simply ^ fradtework which enabled him to make the 
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Statement he did for the purpose of influencing the jury.” 

‘‘I resent that,” Hamilton Burger said. 

"The objection is overruled. The witness will answer the 
question. Counsel will refrain from personalities,” Judge 
Sedgwick said. 

"What was the question?” the witness asked. 

The court reporter read the question, “Were you 
closeted with the district attorney for ifldre than two 
hours last niglit?” 

“No, ’ Elkins said. 

Mason smiled, “You mean you weren’t with him for 
as long as two hours?” 

“No.” 

"You were with him for two hours?” 

“Yes.” 

“More than that?” 

“Yes.” 

“As much as three hours?” 

“Yes.” 

“More than three hours?” 

“No.” 

Then Mason said, now sure of his ground, “What did 
you mean by saying that you weren’t cloSeted with the 
district attorney last night?” 

“We weren’t in a closet,” Elkins said. 

A ripple of laughter in the courtroom was silenced "by 
the frowning of the judge. 

*11 see,” Mason said. "Now, at the session with the dis- 
trict attorney which took place in his office*rather than in 
a closet, you discussed your cross-examination and what 
yoif would say on the witness stand.” 
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The witness fidgeted. 

Hamilton Burger, on his feet, said, “1 certainly dis- 
cussed his position as a witness and told him that he could 
expect a most grueling, desperate, dast-ditch — 

“That will do, Mr. District Attorney. Sit down,” Judge 
Sedgwick said^' “The witness is being interrogated, not 
the district attorney.” 

“Yes, Your konor.” 

“We talked iibout many things,” Elkins said. 

“And isn’t it a fact,” Mason went on, “that your an- 
swers of 'yes’ and 'no’ to my questions are because the 
district attorney warned you, in substance, that you might 
get into trouble if you volunteered any information or 
gave full answers; didn’t he say to you in effect that the 
way to confuse Perry Mason would be to listen to the 
questions with the utmost care and then answer them in 
the 'fewest possible words — ^answer yes or no wherever 
it was possible to do so?” 

Elkins, for the first time, lowered his eyes. He cleared 
his throat, glanced at the district attorney. 

Judge Sedgwick was also looking at the district attor- 
ney. 

Hamilton 'Burger started to get to his feet, then 
changed his mind and remained seated. 

“Can’t you answer that question?” Mason asked. 

*''Well, he did say something like that,” Elkins ad- 
mitted. 

‘ “So,” ])ifason said, “this policy of yours of answering 
quesdons in the fewest possible words was suggested to 
you by the distStict attorney at a conference last night?” 

“1 cart ai^wei^quesdons any way 1 want to.” 
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“Certainly,” Mason said, “certainly. But I am point- 
ing out to you thajt this pattern of answering questions 
in the fewest possible words was suggested to you by the 
district attorney last night.” 

“We discussed it, yes.” 

“I am pointing out to you,” Mason said, “that this pat- 
tern of answering questions in the fewest possible words 
was suggested to you by the district attorney last night, 
was it not?” 

"Yes.” 

“And the district attorney told you that that would be 
the most sure way to confuse me in my cross-examination, 
didn’t he?” 

“He said that it would be the best defense I had.” 

“Best defense?” Mason said. 

“Yes.” 

“What do you have to defend your^lf against?” 
Mason asked. 

“I have to support my testimony.” 

“In other words, having' told a story you’re going to 
stand by it?” 

“It was the truth.” 

“So, you and the district attorney conspired last night 
to try and confuse me, so that you could support, at all 
costs, the story you had told.” 

“Oh, Your Honor,” Hamilton Burger said, “I should 
not be forced to sit through this. 1 have been rebuked by 
tho Court for one of my objections, but I must^nsist that 
this use of the word ‘conspired’ is a definite distortion. 
I submit that this question has already beAi asked and an- 
swdl'ed in effect, that it is argumentativtf and not proper 
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cross-examination. Counsel has made his point, and now 
he is arguing with the witness.” 

“Sustained," Judge Sedgwick said.' “I think you have 
covered this phase o£ the case, Mr>. Mason. Let’s get on 
with the cross-examination.” 

“Very well. Your Honor,” Mason slid. He turned to 
the witness. “Now, you felt after you left that directors’ 
meeting that there was some move afoot in connection 
with the Sylvan Glade Development Company about 
which Lutts'had information that you didn’t, isn’t that 
right, Mr. Elkins?” 

“Quite naturally. I knew that if Lutts had received an 
offer at anywhere near the book value of the stock, he 
would have comn^unicated with the others ... so, I sur- 
mised ... I will answer your question by simply saying 
yes.” 

Mason said, “Now, Mr. Elkins, you and I will get along 
af lot better if you follow your own inclination, rather 
than remembering what the district attorney told you — 
to answer in as few words as possible.” 

Hamilton Burger said, “I submit. Your Honor, that the 
witness has a right to answer the questions in any way he 
sees fit.” 

“I aip asking for legitimate information. Your Honor,” 
Mason said, “information to which the jury is entitled and 
to* which my client is entitled. I am perfectly willing to 
agree that the witness may answer the questions any way 
he wants to, just so he answers the questions truthfully 
and completely. But I am pointing out to the witness that 
if he 'follows the habit of answering yes and no and an- 
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iwering in the fewest possible words, he is going to be 
sn the stand a far lopger time, and, in view of the circum- 
stances and in view of the admission of the witness that 
these tactics were woi4ted out in the district attorney’s 
office for the purpose of confusing me, i insist that 1 be 
given an opportunity to conduct a most searching cross- 
examination.” 

“You don’t ^neea lo make statements of that sort to the 
Court. Mr. Mason,” Judge Sedgwick sai&. “No one is 
seeking to curtail your cross-examination. 1 may state that 
the Court understands the situation here and is going to 
give you the widest latitude in connection with your cross- 
examination. Now go ahead and cross-examine the wit- 
ness.” 

“And,” Mason said, turning to Elkins, ‘‘you felt that the 
reason Lutts had not given the other directors the op- 
portunity to buy his stock at the price he had been 
offered was that that price was so large he wanted to ac- 
cept the offer before it could be withdrawn. That’s sub- 
stantially what you thought?” 

“Yes.” 

‘‘If there had been any such peculiar development in 
connection with the stock of the company, you wanted 
to get in on it, isn’t that right?” 

‘‘Yes.” 

‘‘You decided to shadow Mr. Lutts?” 

‘‘I’ve already stated that.” 

‘Vou made some considerable effort to^see ^hat your 
shadowing was unnoticed?” 

“Yes.” 
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"Specifically, what did you do?" 

“Just what your question insinuated. 1 did everything 
I could to remain inconspicuous.” 

“You stsryed in the ofiice of thfe company while Mr. 
Lutts was in there?" 

“Mr. Lutts was in his private office. 1‘stayed in the office 
of the company, yes.” 

“Could you see into Lutts’ ofiice?” 

“Well, there was a frosted glass partition. I could see 
vague silhouettes.” 

“And then what?” 

“Then Regerson NeSs, another director in the com- 
pany, entered the office and remained with Mr. Lutts for 
a while.” 

“And then what?” 

“Then Mr. Neffs went out.” 

“And what were you doing during this time?” 

“I pretended to be writing some memo on the station- 
ery of the corporation.” 

“That was just a blind?” 

“Yes.” 

“So you could keep an eye on Mr. Lutts?” 

“Yes.” 

“And what happened after Mr. Neffs went out?” 

^“Mr. Lutts went into the ofiice of his son-in-law, Her- 
bert Doxey, who is the secretary of the corporation. He 
was holding some papers in his hand. As soon as he saw. 
me sitting in, that outer ofiice, he humedly moved *his 
hands, so as to conceal the papers.” 

“And that g9ve you an idea that he might have been 
holding k <^uly endorsed certificate of stock?” 
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“Yes.” 

“In other word^ he was buying stock from Neffs, 
is that right?” 

“That’s what I surmised.” 

“So then what did you do?” 

“I thought perhaps I had aroused his suspicions. I went 
out to my car ari<i parked it where I could see the entrance 
to the office.” 

^‘And you waited there until Lutts came' out?” 

“Yes.” 

“He came out with Doxey?” 

“About three-five. They drove to a restaurant not too 
far away, where we sometimes eat, and I could see from 
the way Lutts ordered and ate that he «vas in very much 
of a hurry.” 

“What else did you notice?” 

“While there, he placed a telephone call.” 

“Made it or received it?” 

“Placed it. He went to the telephone booth. He was 
there for some time; then he came back.” 

“Do you know how m'any calls he made?” 

“One.” 

“Do you know whom he called?” 

“No. I could see his hand when he dialed the number, 
but 1 couldn’t see what number it was.” 

“You’re certain that he made only the one call?” 

“Yes.” 

^You were watching him all the time?” 

"Yes.” 

“He received no call?” 

“No.” 
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“What happened after he had completed his call?” 

“He bolted his lunch in very much of a hurry.” 

“Then what?” 

'“Then Mr. Lutts came out, apparently gave Doxey 
some last-minute instructions and got in his car.” 

“And you followed?” 

“I followed.” 

“And went where?” 

“I followed 'him to the beauty shop, where I waited 
until Mrs. H'arlan, the defendant in this case, came out.” 

Mason stood for a moment, regarding the witness in 
frowning concentration. “You then followed Lutts and 
the defendant out to a place near the turn-off to the prop- 
erty of the Sylvan Glade Development Company?” 

“Yes, sir. First, of course, there was that stop at the 
parking lot which I have testified to.” 

“And then you had this altercation and turned back?” 

“Yes.” ' 

“So then you had one eye swollen and you had lost track 
of Lutts and the defendant. You thought you ^new where 
they were going, so yoU turned 'around and went back 
home?” 

“Not directly home.” 

“You made a stop?” 

“Yes.” 

'“Where?” 

“1 stopped at a butcher shop and got a beefsteak to put. 
on my ey^,” the witness said. 

Th^e was a ripple of laughter in the courtroom, and 
Judge Sedgwick indulgently joined in the levity to the 
extent oC smiling, after which, however, he held up* his 
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hand, signifying that he wanted complete silence in the 
courtroom. 

' "All right,” Mason said, “you got a beefsteak for your 
eye, and then you went*home.” 

“Yes.” 

“Then what did you do?” 

“1 remained qhiet. I found that I had become rather 
unnerved and angry. I have trouble with mf blood pres- 
sure. I took medicine the doctor had prescribed for me, 
which has a tendency to quiet me and, I believe, lower 
my blood pressure. I remained home during the evening.” 

“You didn’t try to do any more business in connection 
with picking up stock?” 

“No.” 

“1 submit,” Mason said, “that you gave up rather easily, 
Mr. Elkins. You started out with a grim determination 
to find out what was back of all of this acfivi^ in the 
Sylvan Glade Development Company stock, and theif 
suddenly you seemed to lose all interest in the matter.” 

“I had a good punch in the eye,” Elkins said. “I sud- 
denly realized that my health was worth more than a few 
dollars. I felt that 1 would go to work the next day, when 
I felt better.” 

“Go to work in what way?” 

“I intended to call on Mr. Doxey and ask to inspect tijp 
stock ledger. I intended to find out how many shares of 
stock Lutts had bought from Neffs and intended to force 
some!* sprt of a showdown.” 

“Neffs had been generally opposed to your policies 
in the company?” 

"Quite frequently. We didn’t get along.’ 
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''^s it true that Lutfs was rather belligerent in his re- 
actions?” 

"Objected to as incompetent, irrelevant and immaterial, 
and not proper cross-examinatien, calling for a con- 
clusion of the witness,” Hamilton Burger said. 

“I think I'll permit that question,” Judge Sedgwick 
said. "The objection is overruled.” 

“Well, he was always inclined to start a counteroffen- 
sive in case anyone tramped on his toes.” 

"Exactly,” Mason said. "So, in case someone had fired 
a shot at him and had missed, the natural reaction for 
Geoige Lutts would have been to turn and charge his 
assailant.” 

"Your Honor,5’ Hamilton Burger protested, "I object 
to that question on the ground that it's not proper cross- 
examination, that it’s argumentative, that it calls for a 
conclusi 9 n ‘of the witness, that it invades the province of 
the jury and — " 

"You don’t need to go any further,” Judge Sedgwick 
said. “The objection is sustained. This question is clearly 
objectionable, Mr. Mason.” 

"I am tryipg to establish a certain fact,” Mason said, 
“and—” 

"The Court knows quite well what you’re trying to es- 
trblish,” Judge Sedgwick said. "You’re entitled to cross- 
examine this witness, and when you argue the case to the 
jury, you are entitled to engage in any reasonable surmise. 
But yourcan’t use this witness as a sounding board aghinst 
which to make a premature argument to the jury. Now, 
go ahead.” 

Mason said,*’In view of the Court’s ruling, I feel that 
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I have explored this phase of the matter as far as I can 

** 

go- 

"I think you have, too,” Judge Sedgwick said. “How- 
ever, I’m not going tojipreclude you from framing ques- 
tions.” 

“Now this mystserious affair that you had with the 
motorist out thdre when you got your black eye, did 
you — ?” 

“I ohiect to characterizing this as a myslerious affair,” 
Hamilton Burger said. “Ciounsel can frame his questions 
so Ehat he leaves out all of this argumentative material — 

“Objection overruled,” Judge Sedgwick said. “If coun- 
sel wishes to refer to it as a mysterious affair, he has that 
right. The witness can explain the situation, if he wishes. 
Go ahead, Mr. Mason. 1 believe you were interrupted by 
the objection." 

“This mysterious accident that you had,” 'M^n con- 
tinued, “you don’t know with whom you had the alterca- 
tion?” 

“There was nothing mysterious about it; it was just a 
roadside altercation.” 

“You didn’t get the man’s name?” 

“No.” - 

“You didn’t get the license number of his car?” 

“No.” 

“Why not?” 

“I didn’t choose to report it.” 

“\i^hat kind of a car was he driving?” 

“A big car.” 

“Do you know the make?” 
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. Mason announced suddenly, “I have no further ques- 
tions on cross-examination.” 

Judge Sedgwick glanced up in quick 'surprise. 

Ifamiltbn Burger heaved a sigh of relief. “That, Your 
Honor, is the people’s case,” he said. “The prosecution 
rests.” 

“The defuse will proceed,” Judge Sedgwick an- ' 
nounced. 

“^es. Your Honor,” Mason said. 

“Call your first witness,” Judge Sedgwick said. “Or do 
you wish to make an opening statement at this time?” 

“No, Your Honor,” Mason said, “I’ll waive my opening 
statement. As my first witness I’ll call — " He looked 
around the courtroom — “Enright Harlan.” 

Hamilton Burger’s face showed unmistakable surprise. 

“Come forward and take the stand, Mr. Harlan,” 
Judge.Sfd^ick directed. 

Enright Harlan «ame forward, held up his right hand 
and was sworn. 

“Your name is Enright A. Harlan? You are the husband 
of the defendant in this case?” 

“Yes, sir.”, 

“You have your residence at 6og Lamison Avenue in 
this city?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“You are a sportsman, an outdoor man, a hunter?” 

“I do quite a bit of hunting and fishing.” 

“You«are i^ the real estate business?" 

“Y£S.” 

“As a realtor, you sold Mrs. Roxy Claffin certain^prop- 
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erty to the north o£ the Sylvsuti Glade Development Com- 
pany?” 

“just a moment,” Hamilton Bui^r said. “I object, 
Your Honor. This is inc'bmpetent, irrelevant and imma* 
terial.” 

“It is merely prelihiinary,” Mason said. 

“I£ the Court please,” Hamilton Butgcvr, protested, 
"here is a witness whom I couldn’t call. The law specif- 
ically provides that in a case o£ this sort, the husband can- 
not be a witness against his wi£e, unless the wife consents. 
Counsel for the defense is, therefore, in a position to call 
this very, very friendly witness. I therefore insist that tlie 
examination be conducted within the strict limits laid 
down by the law.” 

Judge Sedgwick ruled, “The question, quite obviously, 
is preliminary, so the witness may answer it.” % 

“Yes,” Enright Harlan said, “I did some work fsr'Mrs. 
Claffin.” 

“When did you first meet Mrs. Claffin?” 

“About . . . about eight or ten months ago.” 

“How did you meet her?” 

“She looked me up.” 

“You weren’t introduced to her by any members o£ the 
board o£ directors of the Sylvan Glade Development Com- 
pany?” 

“No,” Harlan said, smiling faintly. “The situation was 
the other way around. She introduced me to one of the 
directors — ^Herbert Doxey.” 

"Did you meet any o£ the other directors t})rough her?” 
“No;’ 
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“You have a collection o£ revolvers?” 

“I had seven revolvers, yes.” 

“How many do you have now?” 

“1 have the full quota of revolvers, with the exception 
of the one taken by the police. It is in evidence as the 
fatal weapon in this case.” 

“So that you have six revolvers left?” 

“That’s right” 

*'You heard the testimony about the revolver which has 
been introduced in evidence and which is described as 
the fetal weapon?” 

“Yes.” 

“Is that your gun?” 

“Mr. Mason,”'the witness said, “this is putting me in a 
very uncomfortable position. I don’t want to testify 
against my wife in this matter, and I — 

“Nev^theless,” Mason said, “whether it’s a disagree- 
able task or not, I’m asking you to answer the questions.” 

“Well . . . I . . . yes, it’s my gun, I sent my secretary 
to pick it up when I lx>ught it, which is why the name on 
the gun register is not in my handwriting.” 

“Now then,” Mason said, “you got to know Mrs. Claf- 
fin quite well in connection with your business deals?” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“You saw a good deal of her?” 

“She had some real estate matters and — 

“Answer the question. You saw a good deal of her?” 

“1 was there quite a bit, yes.” 

“She was Ijving there alone in a house to the north of 
the Sylvan Glade Development Company’s holding?” 

*Tes.”. 
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"Rather a nice house?” 

"Yes,” 

"Did you,” Mason asked, "at any time discxiss with her 
the question o{ her pe^onal safety, living ou& in an iso- 
lated district that way?” 

“Objected to as« incompetent, irrelevant and immate- 
rial. calling for* hearsay testimony,” Hamilton Burger 
said. 

“Sustained,’* Judge Sedgwick ruled. 

"Did you ever take it upon yourself to give her lessons 
in shooting a revolver?” 

“Yes.” 

"What revolver did you use?” 

"It was one of mine.” 

"Out of your collection?” 

"Yes.” 

"Did you,” Mason asked, “ever give Roxy tSlaffin a re- 
volver from your collection for her personal protection?’ ' 

“Objected to as incompetent, irrelevant and immate- 
rial,” Burger said. 

“Overruled,” Judge Sedgwick said, his voice showing 
sudden interest. 

"Answer the question,” Mason said. 

“1 . . . well, as a matter of fact, I did.” 

“When?” 

“I would say about ... oh, sometime in April.” 

"Some two months prior to the murder?” 

"Something like that.” 

“She still has the weapon?” 

“No, she returned it to me.” 

“Wben?” 
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"Objected to as incompetent, irrelevant and immate- 
rial,” Hamilton Burger said. 

Judge Sedgwick looked at Mason, looked at tlie district ' 
attorney. Suddenly, at something Jie saw in Mason’s face, 
the judge settled back in his swivel chair and said, “The 
objection is overruled. Answer the question.” 

Harlan said, "She returned the weapoxi to me on May 
thirtieth. She' said she was more afraid of the gun than 
of prowlers, that she was such a poor shot she couldn’t hit 
a man anyway.” 

"That was on May thirtieth?” 

“Yes.” 

"What did you do with that weapon?” 

“I put it back in my collection of weapons.” 

"When?” 

"That afternoon.” 

"What kirid of a weapon was it?” 

' "A Smith and Wesson revolver.” 

"Similar to the People’s exhibit in this case?” 

“The same type of weapon. I buy revolvers in pairs, so 
that 1 can do target shooting with a friend and we will 
both have £he same type of weapon.” 

“Do you keep your weapons insured?” 

“We have an over-all comprehensive policy,, covering 
breakage, theft, loss.” 

“Do you keep a record showing the numbers of your 
various guns?’’ 

"Objected to as incoi^petent, irrelevant and immate- 
rial,” Marvin Pierson, the trial deputy, said. "It is, if the 
Court ‘please,* completely extraneous, entirely removed 
from thb subject matter of this case.” 



NERVOUS ACCOMPLICE 


"Objection overruled.*’ 

“Yes, I keep a list o£ numbers.” 

"Do you have tliat list with you?” 

"No, o£ course not.", 

Mason turned and caught the eye o£ Paul Drake. The 
lawyer signaled the detective. 

Mason stood ’for a long moment facing Enright Harlan. 
"Where do you keep your firearms, Mr! Harlan?” he 
asked. 

"M/ rifles and shotguns are kept in a series of gun cabi> 
nets with glass doors. My shotguns — ” 

“How about your revolvers?” 

“They are kept in a concealed, locked container.” 

“A locked container?” 

“Yes. It’s a specially constructed compartment.” 

“That container or compartment is always kept locked?” 

"Yes, sir. I am very particular about that.*! haye a very 
high-grade lock on it. It is one which I am assured cann6t.« 
be picked. There are only two keys to that lock. I have 
always been apprehensive lest some burglar break into 
the house, steal my revolvers, and use them in a career of 
crime. These revolvers are therefore kept in a locked wall 
compartment, concealed behind a sliding panel.-” 

“There are two keys to that receptacle?” 

“Yes.” 

"You have one?” 

“Yes.” 

“Who has the other?” 

“Now just a moment," Judge Sedgwick said, interrupt- 
ing the witness. “Don’t answer that quettion, Mr. Har- 
lan. Mr. Mason.” 
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“Yes, Your Honor." 

“A peculiar situation has developed in this case." 

“Yes, Your Honor." 

“As the district attorney has poig-ted out, the prosecu- 
tion has no power to call this witness. He cannot be ex- 
amined for or against the defendant in /his case without 
the permission of the wife." 

“I am familiar with the law. Your Honor.” 

“Therefore, it’ would seem that certain evidence which 
mig^t be directly adverse to the defendant in this case 
can only be brought out through this witness, and that 
you are the only one having the power to bring it out.” 

“Yes, Your Honor.” 

“But you are charged with representing the interests 
of the defendant. The Court does not want to see the in- 
terests of the defendant jeopardized. The Court points 
out to you^ydur professional responsibility in this matter." 

'**Yes, Your Honor.” 

“Under those circumstances, do you still insist upon 
an answer to this question?” 

“I do. Your Honor." 

“It is most unusual,” Judge Sedgwick said. 

“It is an unusual case. Your Honor.” 

Judge Sedgwick’s lips tightened. “The Court is without 
pov'er to prevent this situation if — Mrs. Harlan.” 

Sybil Harlan looked up. 

“Do you object to having your husband called as a wit- 
ness in tivs ca?e?” Judge §j?dgrvick asked. 

“Not if Mr. Mason says that is the thing to do." 

Judge' Sedgwick signed. “Very well, the witness will 
answer the quesfion.” 
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“Who had the other key?” Mason asked. 

“My wife.” 

Judge Sedgwick frowned, started to say something, 
checked himself. 

“So that the only two persons who could possibly have 
access to that rcteptacle where the revolvers are kept are 
you and your wife?” 

“That’s rjght.” 

The swinging doors of the courtroom were pulled 
aside. Wheels creaked, as Paul Drake and an assistant, 
pushing a four-wheeled hand truck with loudly squeaking 
wheels, entered the courtroom. 

“What is this?” Judge Sedgwick asked. 

“If the Court please,” Mason said,«^‘I must beg the in- 
dulgence of the Court, but as a part of my case it is neces- 
sary for me to introduce in evidence some material that 
has been discarded by one of the . . . wbl^ it is very 
heavy material. This was the only way I could bring it td* 
Court. I am sorry it is necessary to interrupt proceedii ^s 
at this time — 

“You should have i^aited until the Court takes its re- 
cess,” Judge Sedgwick said. “This is a. disturbance we 
cannot tolerate.” 

“But,” Mason said, “I need this evidence as a part of 
my case.” 

“Well — ” Judge Sedgwick raised his eyes, looked across 
the room at Paul Drake. “You there — ^with that truckl” 

•‘Yes, Your Honor,” Paul iik^ke ^id. 

“Wait there until counsel finishes the examination of 
this witness, and then the Court will tue a brief recess. 

“Now. go ahead, Mr. Mason. We cSnno{( stand such 
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interruptions . . . and it seems to me you could have 
secured a more silent truck.” 

“Yes, Your Honor.” 

"Proceed with the examination ot this witness.” 

Mason turned to the witness. "I want you to check your 
remaining revolvers with the list of nunibers, and 1 want 
you to produce .that list of numbers.” 

"Oh, Your Honor,” Hamilton Burger saidj "this is en- 
tirely beside the point.” 

"If the Ck>urt please,” Mason said, "I intend to connect 
this up. 1 will assure the Court that this is a very vital part 
of my defense. 1 want this witness to get the list of num- 
bers on those revolvers and to check the revolvers. I want 
a complete inventoty.” 

"I don’t see why, Mr. Mason,” Judge Sedgwick said. 
"According tq the testimony which you yourself have now 
iiV^oduccd^ that weapon is now definitely brought home 
'to the possession of this witness, the husband of the de- 
fendant. I fail to see what can be ascertained by finding 
out anything about the other remaining weapons.” 

Mason said, "1 might wish to prove, at least by infer- 
ence, that sonvone else had access to that locked recep- 
tacle.” 

Judge Sedgwick stroked his chin. "Well, of course, that 
is a different matter.” 

He turned to the witness. "How long will it take you 
to go to your house, get the list of numbers, open that 
receptaderand'^eck the weapons that are in it?” 

"I would say ,t)robably forty-five minutes to an hour. It 
will take, about that to get out there, open the place, find 
the list, <he4t the numbers and get back to coui^t.” 



NERVOUS ACCOMPLICE 


*5f 

“I want the witness to do that/' Mason said. 

"You have some other witness you can put on while 
that is being done?” Judge Sedgwick asked. 

“Unfortunately, Yt^r Honor, I do not. I«.am going to 
ask the C]ourt to take an adjournment until one-thirty 
this afternoon. lafeel that we are entitled to this because 
this case is ruflning well ahead of schedule, and I think 
that in large part this has been due to niy desire to co- 
operate wit& the Court and counsel in getting the facts 
before <he Court.” 

Judge Sedgwick shook his head. “I appreciate counsel’s 
co-operation. However, the Court cannot take such a long 
recess. The Court will adjourn until eleven-thirty. I feel 
that Mr. Harlan can get out there and back in that time. 
The Court will ask one of the ofiBcers to provide Mr. Har- 
lan with police transportation. This may expedite mat- 
ters somewhat. You will get out there, get*<hatjist, and 
get back just as soon as possible, Mr. Harlan. Court vnij^ 
take a recess until eleven-thirty.” 

Spectators started filing from the courtroom. Mason 
stood up, signaled Paul Drake and received in return an 
affirmative signal. Then Drake and his assistant started 
pushing the heavily loaded four-wheeled truck down the 
aisle of the courtroom, while astonished spectators re- 
garded the cloth-covered load with curiosity. 

Mason turned to Sybil Harlan. 

"All right,” he said. "We’ve made our gamble. We’ve 
pul all of our chips on the tiij^ of a^card. By elf en-thirty 
you’ll either hit the jackpot or you’ll be headed for the 
gas chamber or for life imprisonment.” 

Mason moved over to hold the swinging g.2te in the 
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bar open for the passage of the squeaking truck. As the 
two men pushed the heavy truck through, the lawyer 
moved up alongside Drake. 

"Everythftig’s covered?” he asked 

“Everything’s covered. If any one of those persons on 
that list you gave me leaves the courtroom, he’ll be fol- 
lowed by detectives who are too skillful to lose a trail — 
at least, when a man’s in a hurry.” 

“He’ll be in a hurry,” Mason said. 

“Can you tell me what you’re trying to do. Perry?” 

Mason grinned. “I’m laying a trap for a nervous accom- 
plice.” 
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At eleven-ten Paul Drake pushed a memo into Ma- 
son’s hand. The note read, “Herbert Doxey drove like 
mail to his house, opened the garage door, unlocked the 
door o£ a closet in his garage, then emerged and is now 
driving back this way at a leisurely pace.” 

Promptly at eieven-tliirty Judge Sedgwick reconvened 
court. 

“Is it stipulated that the defendant is in court and that 
the jurors are all present, gentlemen?” he asked. 

“So stipulated,” Mason said. 

“You were examining Enright Harlan, Mr. hlason.” 

“Unfortunately, he has not returned as yet,” Mason 
said. “I—” 

“Then proceed witlp some other witness,” Judge Sedg- 
wick said. “You can put Mr. Harlan on the stand as soon 
as he comes in.” 

“Very well,” Mason said. “I will call Herbert Doxey to 
the stand.” 

Doxey came forward and was sworn. 

“You are the son-in-law of the decedent?” Mason askecL 

•That is right,” Doxey saiej^m a low voice. 

“You are acquainted witli me property of tlie Sylvan 
Glade Development Company?” 

Ves. sir.” 


*55 
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“Anil with that of Mrs. Roxy Claffin which adjoins the 
Sylvan Glade property to the north?" 

' “Yes, sir." 

“How loi?g have you known Mrs; Clafiin, by the way?" 
Mason asked. 

The witness hesitated. 

Mason looked up, simulating surprise at the witness's 
hesitance. “Cah^t you answer that?" 

“I . . . I'm trying to think.” 

Hamilton Burger, suddenly observing the expression 
on the witness's face, jumped to his feet. “I object to the 
question. It is incompetent, irrelevent and immaterial." 

“It is preliminary. Your Honor," Mason said. 

Hamilton Burger became vociferous. “It doesn’t make 
any difference. Your Honor. It is completely incompetent, 
irrelevant and immaterial. This has no bearing whatso- 
ever onjthe issues in this case. This is — 

'“The objection is sustained,” Judge Sedgwick snapped. 
“The Court considers that question highly improper, Mr. 
Mason." 

“I might assure the Court that it is — 

“The Court desires no argument whatever on that ques- 
tion." 

“Very well,” Mason said, turning to the witness. "You 
kn^ that Roxy Claifin had taken certain articles from 
her garage and put them on a dump heap yesterday 
morning?" 

“Just a, moipent, just gy moment,” Hamilton Bui^er 
shouted. “The same objection. Your Honor. An attempt 
to cross^examin'e his own witness. Incompetent, irrele- 
vant--" ‘ 
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“Sustained," Judge Sedgwick snapped. 

Mason turned jo look at the door of the courtroom. “It 
appears. Your Honor, that Enright Harlan has now re? 
turned to court. In accordance with the understanding of 
the Court, I would like to withdraw this witness from the 
stand and returfl Mr. Harlan to the stand.” 

“Very well'* Judge Sedgwick snapped “This witness 
will be temporarily excused. Mr. Hail^, you will come 
forward and take the stand.” 

Harlan came forward, apparently rather reluctantly. 
He sat in the witness’ chair and glanced at Mason- with a 
puzzled frown. 

Mason said, “Now, you have been out to your house 
during the recess of the court, Mr. Harlan?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“You unlocked the concealed compartmgat where you 
keep your revolvers?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Mason glanced at the clock on the wall of the court- 
room. “You fotmd that lock in perfect working order?’* 

“Yes, sir.’* 

“Was there any evidence that the rec^tacle had been 
tampered with?” 

“No external evidence, no.” 

“That receptacle is concealed behind a sliding panel in 
the wall?” 

;'Yes, sir.” 

“You say there was no external evidence that the re- 
ceptacle had been tampered with?” hfason said, “Was 
thele any internal evidence?” 
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“WelJ-— ” The witness hesitated, then said, "In a way, 
yes. There is something I can’t understand." 

"You had a list of the numbers of the revolvers that 
are in your ^>ssession?’’ Mason asked 

"Yes, sir.” 

"And you were accompanied by an officer?” 

"Yes, sir.” 

"And you checked the numbers of those guns against 
the list?” 

"Yes, sir.” 

“Were they all tliere?” 

“Yes, sir. But . . . but one of the weapons in there 
isn’t mine.” 

"It isn’t?” Mason rsked, as though the answer surprised 
him. 

“No.” 

"And* 3 ghat weapon is this?” 

•; ‘“rhis is a Smith and Wesson, thirty-eight caliber re- 
volver with a five-inch barrel, and . . . well, it was . . . 
it was just like mine, but it has a number on it that isn’t 
on my list.” 

“Do you have any idea how that weapon got into your 
collection?” 

"No, sir, I don’t. I thought . . . well, I thought that 
everything was all right, and now 1 suddenly find I have 
an extra revolver in my collection — ^and that one of my 
revolvers is missing.” 

"Now thjn,” jjdason^said, “I want you to listen to this 
question carefully. Could t^at weapon which you found 
in there have been the weapon whicli Mrs. Roxy Claffin 
gave you dn Ma^ thirtieth?” 
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“Yes, it could have been.” 

“In other wortjs, on May thirtieth you took the weapon 
which Mrs. Claffin gave you and, as I understand it, yo& 
went to your house* you slid back the paficl which con- 
cealed the metal receptacle, you unlocked that receptacle 
and put the wcSipon inside, did you not?” 

“Yes.” 

“And a^ that time, what can you say with refeience to 
the number of weapons that you had?”* 

“Ihey . hecked.” 

“But you didn’t check the numbers on the weapons 
with tlie list that you had?” 

“No, -ii. There was no reason to do so.” 

“In other words, your weapon c(»llc(tion checked out 
numerically until the discovery of the so-called fatal 
weapon?” 

“That’s right — with the undetstanding, o[ course, that 
my wife had one weapon in her glove compartmeSfl. 
She had told me she was taking one.” 

“Thank you,” Mason said. “That’s all.” 

Judge Sedgwick sattd, “The Court notices that it has 
reached the hour for the noon adjournment. The Court 
will take a lecess until two o’clock this afternoon.” 

Mason beckoned to Paul Drake, said, “Paul, we’re 
going to have to get out of here without meeting agy re- 
porters. We can head for the judge’s chambers, hurry 
down the corridor, hit the stairs to the lower floor, and 
catch the elevator there. Let’s go^ You Jiave ^ne of your 
men guarding that bunch of junk on the truck?” 

*T have a good man there,” Drake said. “No one’s 
going to take a look under that cloth udtil ypu say so.” 
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"That’s fine," Mason told him. "Let’s go. Come on, 
DeUa.” 

They hu|p:ied through the door as though going to 
the judge’s diambers, then detouiied to an exit door, 
sprinted down the corridor, down a flight of stairs and 
took an elevator.” 

Mason got his car and said, "The first thing to do is to 
get out to Herbert Doxey’s place before Dojcey realizes 
what’s up.” 

"Just what is up?” Drake asked. 

"We’ll dam soon find out,” Mason said. “But you can 
see what happened. The third shell in the murder weapon 
is the one that is significant.” 

"The bullet thattwent with that third shell never has 
been located,” Drake said. 

“That’s the significant part of it,” Mason told him, 
“There'syasn’t'any bullet” 

' “What do you mean?” 

"Wait and see,” Mason said. 

The lawyer piloted the car skillfully through traffic, 
arrived at Doxey’s house. The three of them ran up the 
walk and pressed the bell button. Mrs. Doxey came to 
the door, regartied them in surprise. 

“We want to look in your garage for a moment, Mrs. 
Dox^,” Mason said. 

"Why . . . where’s Herbert?” 

"We left him up at court. He was in conference and — 

“Why, i^ it’s ^11 riglit with-him, it’s all right with me,” 
she saiiL "Help '^ourself.” ' 

"Thank you,” ‘Mason said, and led the away out to the 
garage. 
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He went at once to the closet in the back of «!he garage. 
“Do you have the key for this?” he asked Mrs. Doxey 
as he tried the door. 

“I have a key in jvith my extra household keys. We 
haven’t been keeping it locked lately. Herbert had this 
designed so we could keep his tools in a safe place. People 
got to stealin^his tools and — ” 

“Yes, yes, I know,” Mason interru|Jil!fed impatiently, 
“but we want to get in there right away.*’ 

'Weil, I’ll run and get my key,” she promised. 

She entered the house, was back within less than a min- 
ute with a key. Mason unlocked the door, then took the 
key out of the lock and handed it to her. “Thank you very 
much, Mrs. Doxey,” he said. 

For a moment she remained with them out of curiosity, 
then said, “Well, if you’ll excuse me, I've got lunch ready 
to put on the table. I expect Herbert at afty moment.” 

hlason turned on a light in the closet. “Tliere you ai», ' 
Paul,” he said. “There’s the disappearing junk.” 

“But what the deuce is it?” Drake asked. 

“Don’t you see?” Mason asked. “Those boards were 
part of a carefully constructed shooting stand. The box of 
scrap iron was used to hold it steady* at the bottom. 
Those canvas sacks which have been ripped open were 
filled with sand. Here, look at them. You can see some of 
the sand still clinging to the inside. A magnifying *glass 
will show it very plainly. 

•“Did you ever see an expert marksman te^’.-g a gun 
from a rest, Paul? He sits od a sfool and hoids his arm 
along a shelf, where sandbags fumislf a brace for hb 
arfh. He rests hb hand holding the gj^n on* a sandbag 
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which ihas been partially filled with sand, so he can scoop 
out a place for the gun and his hand. He takes careful 
' aim from t^is position, and squeezes the trigger. 

“That shooting stand had been, carefully planted in 
the contractor’s shack. There is a knothole in the shack, 
and a gun could have been lined up so the bullet went 
through that knothole, sped directly to th*e house up on 
the hill and irfto Lutts’ chest. That accounts^ for the up- 
ward course of the bullet." 

Drake looked at the lawyer with complete bewilder- 
ment. “You’re crazy. Perry.” 

“Why am I crazy?” 

“The powder pattern shows that the fatal bullet was 
fired from a distance of eighteen to twenty inches. Fur- 
thermore, Roxy Claffin has an ironclad alibi and Doxey 
has an alibi. He was out taking a sun bath and — ” 

“In ^ eneiosure that was concealed by a canvas cur- 
>a)h,” Mason said. 

“But he has a sunburned back to prove it. He was out 
too long and — Gosh, Perry, one of my men got a look at 
his back. It was really red and irritated.” 

Mason grinned at Paul Drake and said, “It was a slick 
sdieme, Paul, Uut we’re going to tear it to pieces.” 

“Well, I’d like to know how,” Drake said. 

“Be in court this afternoon and you’ll find out,” Mason 
told him. 
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Judge Sedgwick cALUiD coupt to ORDtH and looked 
at Perry Mison with a peculiarly speculative expression. 
“Mr. llailan was on the stand/' he said. 

“I have no further questions of Mr. Harlan/’ Mason 
said. 

“Cross-examination?’’ Judge Sedgwick asked Hamilton 
Burger. 

The district attorney was quite frankly puzzled. “Not at 
this time/’ he said. “I may w'ant to recall him later for a 
question or two, if I may do that, Your HoiKjr.’’ 

“No objection, no objection in the least,’’ Mason sait^ 
affably. “Now, I believe that Herbert Doxey was on the 
stand. Will Mr. Doxey come forward, please?’’ 

1 here was silence. , 

"Call Mr. Doxey. Herbert Doxey,” Judge Sedgwick 
said. 

The voice of the bailiff boomed through the courtroom. 
A loud-speaker in the corridor blared out, "Heibert 
Doxey.” 

“Apparently, he hasn’t returned from lunch yet,” Ma- 
son said casually. “Oh well, we’ll call Mrs. Rox^r < laffin.” 
‘^rs. Claffin, come forward,’* the bailiff/intorfed. 

Roxy Claflin jumped to her feet. “Wh^ . . . why . . . 
I d<»n’t know anything. I — 

*6s 
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“Come forward and be sworn,” Mason said. 

She came forward reluctantly, a beautiful woman with 
a peaches^md-cream complexion which was now suddenl)^ 
dead white*with panic. 

“Hold up your right hand and be sworn,” the judge 
said. 

Her hand w^ shaking visibly as she held it up. 

“Now, sit down in that witness chair,”^ Mason said, 
“and tell us a^out the load of junk you took out to the 
dump yestcrdjly morning, Mrs. Claffin.” 

“I object. That’s incompetent, irrelevant and immate- 
rial,” Hamilton Burger said. 

Mason said, “I’ll connect it up. Your Honor.” 

“I think you’d* better lay your foundation then, Mr. 
Mason. The Court, believes the objection should be sus- 
tained at this time.” 

well,” Mason said. 

Mason turned to the witness. “You knew, did you not, 
that Herbert Doxey had been using the unpaintcd con- 
tractor’s shack on your property for the purpose .of doing 
some work?” 

“Why ... he had a right to. He was the secretary of 
the company that was co-operating with me in — 

“Please answer the question,” Mason said. “You knew 
h^ was doing some work out in that shack?” 

“Yes. He said he wanted to put in some tables for draft- 
ing and doing some confidential work there. He asked 
me to 81^ noj^ing about it to anyone.” 

“Nojv then, bright Harlan loaned you a revolver?” 

“Yes.” 

“What Jh^PP^ed to that revolver?” 
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“I returned it to him, just as he said, on the thirtieth 
day o£ May.” 

**Why did you return it?” 

"I was afraid to have^the gun around. I’m a very poor 
shot and . . . well, guns terrify me.” 

“Had you ever shown that gun to Herbert Doxey?” 

“Why, yes. Mh Doxey knew that I was shooting with 
Mr. Harlan. He had been a crack shot, aWd he wanted 
to give me some instruction.” 

“Did he ever handle that weapon?” 

"You mean the one that Mr. Harlan gave me?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why, yes, I believe he did.” 

“Under such circumstances that he, could have sub- 
stituted weapons, so tliat the weapon you returned to Mr. 
Harlan on May thirtieth could have been a weapon sub- 
stituted by Mr. Doxey?” 

“Your Honor,” Hamilton Burger said, “thaC questron. 
is objected to as incompetent, irrevelant and immaterial, 
no proper foundation laid, argumentative, and assuming 
a fact not in evidence. There is no evidence whatever that 
anyone substituted weapons.” 

Judge Sedgwick was watching the witrihss’ face with 
steady concentration. “The Court wants to hear this evi- 
dence, Mr. District Attorney,” he said. 

“But, Your Honor, if the Court please, the jury*is 
present and — ” 

“The objection is overruled. Sit down.” 

“Answer the question,” Masoft saief. 

“Yes,” Roxy Claffin said in a low voice. •'! . . . I guess 
could have been a substitution. It was oossiWe.” 
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"You knew there had been a substitution, didn’t you?” 
Mason asked. 

“Oh,^Your Honor,” Hamilton Burger said, “counsel ts 
now seeking to cross-examine l^is own witness and . . . 
well, if the Court please, this whole inquiry is now going 
far, far afield.” 

“It may be the field we want to be in,*’ Judge Sedgwicl 
said sternly? '"‘Let’s follow up this line of questioning .i 
little more. 

“Mrs. Claffin.” 

“Yes, Judge.” 

“Call me ‘Your Honor.’ ” 

“Yes, Your Honor.” 

“Did you knov that the revolver which you returned to 
Mr. Harlan on May thirtieth had been substituted?” 

“I ... I don’t think I have to anstvcr that question.” 

“I. think* you do,” Judge Sedgwick said. “You will be 
♦In contempt of Court unless you answer, or unless you 
adopt the position that the answer would tend to incrimi- 
nate you. Was that revolver which you returned on May 
thirtieth substituted or not?” 

The witness suddenly began to cry. 

“Answer the question,” Judge Sedgwick said. 

“Yes,” she said, “it was a substituted gun tliat I re- 
turned.” 

' “You knew it was substituted?” Judge Sedgwick asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Whp told you?” 

“Herbert Woxey* knew tliat I . . . that I . . . well, 
that 1 "wouldn't be too upset if anything should happen to 
Mrs. Harlan, jnd he told me that all 1 had to do fol- 
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low his instructions and that I could have Enriglit Harlan 
all to myself.” 

For a long moment tliere was silence in the courtroom 
.jjiid then suddenly there, was a ripple of voices from the 
spectators. 

Judge Sedgwick hanged angrily with his gavel. "Silence 
in the courtroom?” he shouted. “Mr. Mason, proceed with 
your examination.” 

Mason said, "Did you know Doxey was pfanning to kill 
his father-in-law?" 

With tears streaming down her cheeks, Roxy Claflin 
shook her head. “Not then.” 

"But you knew afterwards?” 

“1 . . . no, I didn’t know." 

"You knew that Herbert Doxey was in that contractor’s 
shack when you and F.nright Harlan left to see your law- 
yer?” 

“Yes.” The voice was almost a whisper. 

"Afterwards, you realized what must have happened 
and you were afraid you would be implicated, so you went 
to the contractor’s shack and cleared it out.” 

"Not that,” she said. “Mr. Doxey cleared it out and put 
the things in my garage, and then when I thought the 
coast was clear, I took them down to deposit them on 
the dump.” 

"And told Mr. Doxey what you had done?” 

"Yes.” 

Mason smiled affably at Hajnilton Bui;ger. "G<> j.iead 
and cross-examine, Mr. Burger. This is your witness.” 

Hamilton Burger was looking at the witness with an 
expre&ion of dazed surprise on his face. "I . . ...P 1 
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think 1 should . . . Your Honor, I’d like to have a re- 
cess.” 

Judge^iSedgwick nodded. “The Ctnirt would, too. Th« 
Court is going to take a thirty-minute recess. During that 
time the jury will remember the admonition of the Court. 
You will not form or express any opinion concerning tliis 
case, nor permit yourself to be addr^rssed by anyone 
concerning fhe case, nor will you discuss it among your- 
selves. Court iVill reconvene in thirty minutes." 

Judge Sedgwick got up and stalked into his chambers. 

Behind him the courtroom was bedlam. 

“Come on,” Mason said to Della Street. “Let’s get away 
from this and into the witness room. We’re on the home- 
stretch now, andt it’s all downhill,” and Mason grinned 
reassuringly at the bewildered Sybil Harlan. 
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Mason, Dfxla Street, Sybil Harlan, Paul Drake and 
a policewoman .sat in the witness room to cJBe side o£ the 
courtroom. 

“V» ill you kindly tell me what this is an auuuir j^iake 
asked. “How could the powder pattern liavc shown that 
the gun was held within eighteen or twenty inches of 
Lutts’ chest if he had been shot by Doxey down there in 
that contractor’s shack?’' 

M^on giinned. “That’s the third cartridge, Paul.” 

“What do you mean ‘the third cartridge?’ ” 

“The U.M.C. That cartridge was a blank. TI^e bullet had 
been exti acted and the powder held in place wilh a coSSit 
paste, which would disintegrate when the gun was fired. 
Doxey wanted it to appear that Lutts had been killed by 
someone standing at close range, so he went back after the 
murder and fired the blank cartridge at the body from a 
distance of twenty inches 

“He had intended to lure Lutts out to uie house and 
kill him at a time when it appeared he had an unshakable 
alibi, and then Mrs. Harlan entered the picture, and it 
was a heaven-sent opportunity for Doxey.” 

“IJow do you mean?” 

Mason saici, “Remember, Doxey Had spRnt sJme time 
out there in that contractor’s shack, safely concealed. He 
could look through the knothole and see ^e winijow up 
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there ia the house on the hill. But no one could see him. 
Only Roxy Claffin knew that he was there, and she wasn't 
telling a^one for obvious reasons. 

"So Doxey knew that Sybil I^rlan was keeping the 
premises under regular survey. He knew that if he could 
make it appear that Lutts had been kill«d with a gun car- 
ried by Sybil Harlan, he would have confmitted the per- 
fect crime and'Mrs. Harlan would be the one who would 
have to take thd' rap. 

“Doubtless, at first, he simply intended to show that 
Mrs. Harlan had been going out to the house pretty regu- 
larly, and then finding Lutts killed with the gun she had 
been carrying would present a case of circumstantial evi- 
dence she could never refute and — " 

“What about the gun?” Drake said. “I still don’t get it.” 

“That,” Mason said, “was simple. Enright H^irlan gave 
Ro 3^. Glafii’r*a gun. Doxey took that gun. He purchased 
,'s^ie just like it and gave it to Roxy, with instructions to 
return it to Harlan. It was exactly the same make, model, 
size and caliber as the one Enright Harlan had loaned to 
Roxy Clafiin. Naturally, Harlan had no reason to compare 
numbers. He certainly thought it was the same weapon 
he had given lier. So he took it and put it back in his col- 
lection and thought his guns were all accounted for. 
H^ was willing to swear the gun he loaned Roxy had been 
returned. Actually, the gun that he had given Roxy Claf- 
fin was then in the possession of Herbert Doxey. 

“Doxqv knew that Mrs. Harlan was carrying one o{ her 
husband’s gunA in her gldve compartment. He also knew 
from Lutts that she was at the beauty parlor that day. 
He ha\^.*Qnly to kill Lutts with one of Harlan’s |;uns. 
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leave it where he knew it would be discovered at the 
proper time, then dash up to the parking lot, watch hi* 
tjpportunity to get Wo Mrs. Harlan’s car, jimmy open 
v.her glove compartment.^ take the gun, and that’s all there 
was to it. He had committed the perfect crime. 

“Then Roxy Claffin got concerned about having things 
in her garage vfhich she knew were telltale evidence. So 
she took the ^tuflt out and threw it on the (lump. She told 
Herbert Doxey what she had done, and*Doxey became 
panic-stricken. He was afraid that someone might find the 
sandbags which had been cut open and the sand dumped 
out, the boards from the shooting stand and the st(x>l. 
He was terribly afraid someone might put two and two 
together, particularly if that someone had ever done any 
shooting from a sandbag rest. 

“So Doxey slipped out and picked up all that stuff and 
took it to his own garage. That was where htSgaye us the 
break we wanted. His accomplice had been too ner\’ous7 
and Doxey, trying to cover up, made a fatal slip.’’ 

“However, if he hadn’t done this, we would have 
learned the true facts anyway.” 

“How?” 

“Elkins really gave the whole show away. Lutts was 
dying to learn the identity of my client. He went out to 
lunch with Doxey. During lunch he learned who had je- 
tained me.” 

“From the bank,” Drake said. 

Mason shook his head. “He had no chance tc^ contact 
the bank.” 

“Of course he did, Perry. He made a phone call, don’t 
you Amember?” 



THE CASE OF THE 


> * 7 * 

"Qne phone call,” Mason said. 

“Well, that was enough,” Drake retorted, his voice 
showine an imptatience at what appeared to be MasorAi 
Stupidity. « 

“Only one phone call,” Mason said, “and that was to 
Enright Harlan’s house. Remember, the maid told Mrs. 
Harlan that Lutts had called and she .told Lutts he could 
reach Mrs. ‘Harlan at the beauty shop. ^Elkins swears 
there was only one call. He’s positive of that.” 

“Then, how the devil did he find out?” Drake asked. 

“Don’t you see, Paul? It’s the key clue. Doxey told 
him.” 

“Doxeyl” 

“That’s right. , Doxey had been watching the house on 
the hill. He knew of Sybil’s interest. He put two and two 
together when I entered the picture. He knew who 
had retait^^d me. He communicated his knowledge to 
^jiitts'at* lunch, and told him my client must have dis- 
covered something on the grounds or in the house which 
changed the value of the property. He probably suggested 
that Lutts make her go out there with him and show 
him just what it was. Doxey did this because he wanted 
Lutts to go but there to the house. He’d tried to lure 
Lutts out there by sending him an anonymous letter, a 
letter calculated to send Lutts running out to his death. 

“But then I entered the picture and it gave Doxey a 
wonderful opportunity. He stopped by home to establish 
an alib|, then dashed out to the contractor’s shack ^while 
Lutts w^ callW for Mr^ Harlan at the beauty shop. 

“Doxey was' the only one who could have told Lutts 
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who my client was. The very fact he told us that Lutts 
foiind out through a banking leak shows h'* was lying. 
•‘‘Doxey’s alibi is a badly sunburned back. He could 
^avc gotten that lying iy his curtain-enclosed^sun bath, 
or he could have gotten it after he murdered his father* 
in-law by the brief ^e of a quartz lamp.” 

"I’ll be damiitfdH’ Drake said. "But if Doxcy missed 
that first shot, ^ow did it happen that — ” 

"He didn’t miss that first shot,” Mason said. “That bul- 
let had been fired two or three days before the murder, 
when Doxey was testing the gun and his accuracy. He 
fired one shot, which went through the window and into 
the wall. That was all the assurance he needed that he 
was in form and could count on picking Lutts off with 
one shot. 

"It only remained for him to get Lutts out there at a 
time when Sybil was there or had been there.VHe hoped 
the anonymous letter would accomplish it; bur when 
entered the picture, he considered it a heaven-sent oppor- 
tunity. Lutts had told me he was going to have his books 
audited. I’m sorry to say/ the significance of that didn’t 
dawn on me until a short time ago. Undoubtedly, Herbert 
Doxey had been manipulating the books of* the corpora- 
tion and ‘he knew that his father-in-law was getting sus- 
picious.” 

"Where’s Doxey now. Perry?” 

"Panic-stricken, trying to make an escape and thereby 
clinching the case against him.” 

The door of the room was abfuptly pus/ed oj^en. En- 
right Harlan came striding in. Sybil arose rfom her chair. 
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"Sybil!” Enright said, and took her in his arms, patting 
her shoulder. 

“Ol\, Enny,” she said, “it’s been terrible! Thank you So ' 
much for«standing by me.” 

Enright Harlan looked guilty. “Hang it, Sybil,” he said, 
“I lost my head. I ... I did things ^shouldn't. I — 

Sybil Harlan straightened. “Why, t^hJ^t are you talking 
about, Enriy? I told you 1 understood yop were making 
a play for that. Clailin woman, in order to get her business. 

I knew that she was the vain type that demanded lots of 
attention and flattery. Why you did just right, Enny. You 
had to make a living for the firm of Harlan and Harlan.” 

“You forgive me?” he asked. 

Her laugh w^ clear. “Why, Enny, there’s nothing to 
forgive! Don’t be silly. Let’s not even talk about it.” 

There was a knock at the door. The bailiff said, “Judge 
Sedgwick .ff'ants the parties in court. Mrs. Claflin has made 

'tomp^c;te confession. The police are searching for Her- 
bert Doxey, and the judge wants to instruct the jury to 
return a verdict of not guilty in the case against Mrs. Har- 
lan.” 

Sybil linked her arm through that of her husband. 
“Come on, Enny. Let’s get this over with. Forget about 
the past.” 

Perry Mason, Della Street and Paul Drake remained be- 
jiind for a moment. 

“Well, I’ll be darned,” Drake said, as the others went 
out thj’ough the door. “The way she handled thajs — ^and 
all the Vime \he looked so damn demure, so utterly inno- 
cent!” 
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“Women,” Mason said, “are at their most deadly dan-' 
gerous when they look like that.” 

Della Street glancdtt up at Perry Mason. “Come on, 
Chief," she said solicitously. “You’ve had a sleepless nighL 
Get this case over with and then go and get some rest.” 

Drake, looking ak Della Street’s face, said, “Darned if 
you aren’t looking (ipmure and innocent yourself, Delldf’ 

The glance sh^flashed Drake held nothing'df gratitude. 



